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SONNET. 


A Muſe retir d, whoſe fond, deluded mind 
Felt the long ſcaſon of neglet—her fate! 

And bade her mournful ſong its cares relate, 
Thar oft on hills and oft on rocks reclin'd, 
Made every paſling gale its murmurs bear, 

But taught her ſtrains to court no taſteleſs ear, 
For Avarice deaf but dwells on gold, her praiſe, 
And faſhion ſhuns, and folly ſcorns the lays, 
Till with quick zeal a Huntingdon could hear, 
Whilſt Rawdon's anxious boſom own'd a ſhare, 
Sees from their ſmiles in her declining hour, 
When ills to Fancy's withering charms ſucceed, 
Some ſacred calm to meet the gathering ſhow'r, 
Her lyre protected and decreed a ſhade. 
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THE 


MUSE. 


PREFACE. 


1 T has been always the popular and prevailing 
opinion, which is but too ſadly confirmed from 
unqueſtionable teſtimony in every age and cli- 
mate, that Poverty is the portion of the Muſes, 
and that almoſt every man of Genius, from what- 
ever fatality it may proceed, is allied to that diſ- 
graceful Goddeſs and her ſiſter Contempt; the 
anxiety the Poet muſt feel from his union with 
ſuch an unfavourable Deity, eyery contemplative 
mind will eaſily apprehend; and he, to whom 
the following Poem is thus inſcrib'd „ Whoſe taſte 
may have invited ſuch an ungrateful triumph, is 
a peculiar and recent inſtance of this frequear 
and melancholy connection. 
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FroM theſe dull regions'of terreſtrial day, 
© © © "Tv bide the Band's Abdel Gar; 4511; 

And Famine graſps the fruit his Sly | 
'To' climes, here his victorious flame ſhall wear 
The tribute, due to its diſtinguiſhi d praiſe, aA 
4 ed enn d wich padde digs #157 

So ſtrains, aloft repair, 

' And drain from mellower eyes the tear, 
To ſorrows call'd, which n Ie inſpire, 
With looſe diſcordant flow and deep deſpair, 
Of lamentable ſong, the ſad attire! 

| Ah fad! of pang ſevere! 
Fe - B Cold 


2 THE MUSE, 


5 Cold ftagnant Poverty with ſcepter'd ſway, 


Checks the proud couſe of each impetuous lyre: 

Tadignant numbers hence, the liquid wire, 

I ſwept, and W ins plercitg at, 

To the hoarſe 4105 height with vengeful ire: 

Go, baſte, your azure way | 

A, my plaintive tale and bear; 

Leave, Muſe, this torturing bac; 

n worlds retire, 

I other worlds reſume thy conquering lay, 

Why waſte on eaith-born ears celeſtial fire ? 

— thas opes ics anxious fiort, 

And. bids thy gems theſe tranſient ſparks diſdain, = 

For thee immortal, flampt, thy lyre ſhall gain 

There Avarice ſhall no wealth reftrain, - 

Nor ſtint with —— liberal ho 'r. 
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MONOD T. 


Derr ia ue with lonely ſtep recluſe, 
lung d from yen weſtern hills in ſolemn ſhade, 
That climb with blue aſcent the Cambrian ſky, 
The pride and haunt of that fair ſhepherd muſe, 
That join'd with ſimple ſtop the paſtoral reed 
Of Faunus and the Nympbs, in ruſtic chace, 
Warbling to every. rack and fountain nigh, 
His ſoft and fayourite air, I took my lyre, 
Of its improſperous gift ; my juſt reproof, 
 Accordant hills proclaim d; ; the notes I ſtruck, 
Rang with rebellowing chime; the woodland roof 
Re-murmur'd to my fong, « Ah luckleſs race! 
% Adventurous, raſh defign | Ah fond defire 

10 Of mortals vain to tempt thus blind che fate 
« Ofheadlong verſe! Foregothe flattering cheat, 
| 4 The idle firain, Ah ſtrains reſtor'd on high! 


. 


« Delufive charm ! unable to controul, 


Or melt with mellow touch the purſe-bound 
| cc . ſoul, 


« Deaf to thy vacant noiſe | Ah-ſhallow rule 


Ot ſimple lyre, ill fated-to deſtroy ! |. 


8 e Ah! falſe and fairy ia. 
Ad. every 12885. ſon that drank the eam 
Of Helicon „ and its harmonious choir, | | 
| | Reſponſive heard, « Ah fruitleſs cheme! 

* Ab! falſe and fairy dream !” 8 

Beſides each grot, which ſoon in tears I abe, 

And near each dell, and lake, Sad deer. 

Each bermit trodden path, and deſert ſeat, 

Each ſtream the Naiads lov d, to watery doom, 

Now ſunk, deceitful maids! Ah perjur'd ftream! - 


Unpegur d muſe ! within whoſe dreary wave 
Sad laurels droop, and with inſtinctixe gloom, 


Hang their deſpairing heads, enrag'd I ſtray, , 
And trace with angry ſtride his ſteps I moan; 
An ſtream that muſt for ever harſh .convey | 
To every weeping primroſe of the vale, ; 
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MONOD:Y. 2 
His mournful fate my ſorrowing lines bewail ! - 
For fince the youth of this forſaken lawn, 
Fled with long welcome to a ſafer clime, - 
From dire diſaſters free, both bluſhing dawn, 
And field, of ſaffron bower, or yellow prime 
Of deep a bei leaf, or purple ſtain 


Of evening cloud ſerene, or faded 1 | 
Of giddy fancy, light fantaſtic vein ! 
Breed ſhallow rapture of unſinewy joy: 
Periſh the blaſt and that relentleſs . RI” 
That gave to, e ſleep thy lingwing. bier! 
For thee my boſom heaves the lingering tear: 
And Echo would my plaintive ſong adorn, 
With diſtant cloſe, by dying zephyrs born 
10 Ah fancy'd bliſs! Ah fruitleſs theme!” 
And figh'd to think her airy fame 
Was all the Muſe's meed, an empty name : 


And every fable flow'c that grew around, 
My dull-ey'd melancholy found, 
| 1 | 


—— — — —ä—4ẽ — — 


And gave to every Satyr in the prove, 

Which round bis trickling, rueful cheeks he 
Mad is the toil of each poetic ban, 
'That weaves abandon'd verſe, though pure the 
Wirk high and heav'nly thought enraptur'd flow; 
Ah wild! diftreſs, and pangs, and ſtorms enſue: 
Forſake, my Muſe, thy lyre, nor more Late 
The ragged, vogrant trade, nor run forlorn 
Amongſt the crazy herd, and loireving crew. 
Ye witids, which oft with rage tumulcuous blow, 
. dn det biusches & mis bellowing 
Wood, 


My n your c—_ hs 
And you, 11 unlaunch d ſpirits, yet unborn, | 


Whoſe boſoms have not plung'd into the flood 
Of billowy rhyme, attend n I rehearſe, 


In doleful ſtrains and in deep murmuring verſe, 


MONODY. F 
The cares, the dire decree you muſt endure; | 
win trembling hand i trace that al pos r. 
Ah me! and living mingſe tears with you! 
Another bard, the black malignant ſhow'r 
Feeds the freſh torrent of melliſluous woe? 


Ah youth! whoſe feet through bappier gardens 

ftray, | | 
By bank, or greener mead, or ſhadowy ſpring, 
Elyfian airs invite, to thee, my lay 
Nov ſwells, releas'd from this long painful night 
Of Poverty, whoſe ghaſtly ſons below, 
I date, by haunted grove, with leaden flight | 
Of melancholy rhyme and ſad diſmay ; 
Bards, that in ofcleſs bodies live, that cru 
Of tall, faritaſtic ſhadows, airy, light, 
Majeſtic, of immortal vapour, low,, 
Deſpis'd and famifh'd, fed with rapture dear, 

B 4 


3 

Ah heirs of reſt for you yon ſkies prepare, 
Of you I ing, your clouded ſunſhine here, 
In this dark dreary'orb's tempeſtuous at; 
And as each keen; inveterate dart I ſhew, - - 


Let Envy own your ills and avarice hear, 


MONOQDY. 


And thus exclaim'd the ſong in accents drear, 
And thus bewilder d ran in ſtrains of Noe, 


ehen eo ware ao Howd vA 
That every Muſe, 'whoſe pure exalted clay, 
reaches with full proof of heaven's peculiar love, 
Whoſe bright and ſacred binh, refulgent day! 
Recorded is by high empyrean Jove, . - 
Should be the ſcorn of fate! his laurell'd brow, 
And bright, ſuperior; heav'nly birth, above 


Nor pangs nor penury, thy rigid foe! _ | 
Bereft of human bliſs, her moments flow 
In poverty irrevocable gloom, | 
Remote, condemn'd uith Jonely-fieps to roxe 


KMOFOD Yo * 

An exile, cold, perplex d, ungenial doom 

Whole life the dark Siberian realms immure. 

If ſpring returns, if Nature yields her ſtore 

Of fruit and fagrant-pleaſures, if the y 
With noontide brightneſs glows, man's chearful 


„„ SEP * wet 
Admires thoſe welcome charms, and hails the 
hour | 


Of their ref plendent morn; but not the green ; 

Of Summer gay, whoſe ſhades in azure die, 

Nor dawn nor purple cloud, though cool the 
Une, a0] G3 2s eren wh - 

With radiant ſuns declines;- and though her toil 

Steals every changeſul tint, nor various ſcene 

Reſplendent in the Muſe's page, nor hut 

Of her diſtinguiſh'd birth, his grateful ſmile 

Extort, or needful boon, in vain they ſhine, 

In vain her bluſhing fields autumaal bear 

The orient gold, of cutting blaſt ſeeure, 

And heavieſt woes endur'd, profuſe the ſhow'r! 

In vain ſhe ſings, in vain her infant flow'r 


Opes its full foliage to the bluſtering year. 


In veins of high deſcent, to beavh alhy'd 
With more than mortal daim, eee. r 
Intended as the firſt and beſt to pleaſe, as 
In ev'ry facred form, on carth decreed, 
To be the ſovereign charm, of ampleſt pow” T 
To nue, to ſeize the foul, that ſwells the tide 
| Of tear in urge line, and rears the ſeed. 
or honour, from heroic acts to ſoar, _ | 
Nous d by the mightier ſong's majeſtic grace, 
To anus when rais d; or if, a moral guide, 
The Muſe inſtructs, and points the cautious way, 
„Hie ag 7 3 
Enamour'd, in her pure celeſtial theme, 
We trace ideal Virtue bright, whoſe ray 4 
Shines in the Mantuan page, with faireſt face, 
In heav ay numbers taught; and happier be, 
5 age, (Ah happier day!) 


7 


11 
Who fung, nor ſosgbe wih heedlefzeareche pri 
Of ſome keen patron kind, for then the Muſe | 
Honour' the princely roof, and far in half 
Of kings, unenvious, yet of Kings the pride, 
Grac d with imperial ſong; to wanton uſe, 
But now ſhe floops, and hears with pain the call, 
To unchaſte hauts, of ſuch who baſe derde 
Her pure and holy ſprings, whoſe venal lays, | 
Mir d wich Caftzlian brook; run dregs andweeds, 
A fad polluted flood, and wear the bays, 
Won by profaner art ; ye hollow reeds 

Of ſong, whoſe mouth the tongue of eh 
And opes your pliant pipe, may Phebus' ſteeds 


MONODY, 
* 


Diſmount you, in your vain and loaſe career, 

Leave your degenerate limbs; yet ſome there are 

| Of modern rhyme, thatbave preſerv d the ſtream, 
Unſtain d; Muſzys, he of blameleſs fame, | 
Who ſung, and + be the epic hoof that trac'd, 
* Maſon. + Hayley. _ 


7 | MONOD x. 

Of rattling ſound; Ah] could my Muſe uprais'd, 
Climb that high venturous track to ſuch, her lay 
Pours the full tribute, and aſpires to ſoar 

On uncorrupted wing, though cold her day, 
And cold her.recompence, and bitter ſhow's _ , 
Hail ſtores of ſentenc d oe; Ah! dire the gale! 
And deep the gulph! to him who trims the ſail 
Of feeble ſong, though fraught-with precious ore, 
Drawn from the rich Parnaſſian mine! in vain! 
Oppoſeleſs currents roll! Ah! dire the ſhore ! 


Tn vain !. the ruffian winds his pow'rs aſſail! 


f 
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8 
Nor art, nor © foveceign pow 7, nor charms av vail, 
Baia cares the ſtern command fulfill, 

Of him, who bade the Muſe her fate 9 
Weep, delug'd lyre ; let every verſe diſtill 
The trickling tear, and in your angry counſe, 
Hi igh up che cliffs of yon ethereal hill | 
Le ech riſe and hit the trembliog ear 


MOoNoDY. 13 

Of dark myſterious Jove; in mournful ſtrain 
Let the loud cararatt roar ; Ah me! the ſource 
From whence your ſorrows flow! that ſplendid 
C 
Of all thoſe mafchleſs ills, your Ggnal ſhare! 4 


- 1 #4 


Say then, immortal Sire, and you, ye few, ' 
Who touch'd your favour'd harps endear'd with 
And taſte of mortal bliſs, in grot, or bow'r, 
By Thames, or Tiber's banks, where danc'd the 
RS | 


In ſong and grateful mirth, to loftier lays, 


Now tun'd, by. purer ſtreams, that here below, 


From your high cloudleſs regions calm, behold 


Your kindred lyres endure the dire diſgrace - _ 


Of Poverty, upon her awful throne, 


Say in her ragged train of ſpectres drear, 


34 M oN op. 


Exhauſted, faint, to her tyrannic frown,  _ 
Where kneels the wretched. page, by rude mil. 
dance | 
Compalra, who feels more w — 9 pang ſevere 
Than that oppreſs d and ſacred boſom, thrown 
On wreck of fortune, and tempeſtuous fate? 
Diſtinguiſh'd are the ills thy pow rs create 
Ak! torment of exalted ſpirits! Hence, 
Renounce thy lyre, and chooſe a lowlier ſtate, 
The ſhepherd's homely fare, and ſimple drefs, 
And take thy pipe, and ſeek that harmleſs praiſe, 
To carrol oaten tune with ruſtic eaſe . Ne 
Some ſwain its notes may hear, its breath may raiſe 
Some pittance poor, ſome memory dear may 
ae, | 
And fear thy rhymeleſs ſtone ; ſome future lay, 4 
Like thine, may mourn, ſome bard, thus hapleſs 
b e . 
Commend thy humble taſk, & Ab! vain to climb 
c Imperious-height! and vain the idle ſtare 
of all the poer's airy thoughts, though warm, 
* Hisfreſh but hideous pictures glow! his rhyme 


2 


* 


venepv. I; 
« In vain! with Muſe of pow r and murmuring 
Of ebbing numbers, and tumultuous roar | 
Of watt refurging verſe!” Ah cruel eye! .. 
Prophetic woes inſpire ; mature, I ſee 1 
Within the big unhallow'd womb of time, 
Leſs glorious page, and leſs deſpotic fway 
Of thy weak babling lyre, the future day, 
My Muſe uncurtain d ſees, to higheſt non, 
Now rais'd, her beams expire; withdownwardſun 
She falls; what bard, protracts her flight > apace 
She falls, that erſt on tow'ring courſer high, 
And full-fiedg'd wing ſuſtain'd of Britiſh flame, | 
Swift o'er the ambient fields of heav'n upborn, 


With fancy not yet breathleſs in the race, 


Advanc'd, nor check'dthe rein; Ah me! het mom 


Declines ; acroſs the vaſt Atlantic ſtream, 


To continental regions far remote, 
She flies, in haſte to ſwell her infant note, 


To found of mighty deeds, and lift the theme 


16 | 
Won bannen Herve böse. 
Though curb d by parent rule; to loftier ſkies, 
And loftier realms ſhe flies, in deſerts wide 

To range, of woods and plains, to _ 
Of muſic in her ſwelling numbers, proud 
Of waving pines, and ſcenes, and worlds unkown» 
And wilds, and CORE and torrents 
And rivers yet unroll'd in ſong; the flies, 
Abroad the ſteers; or if by airy fame, 
(T66 late her labour in ewe eee 5 
Impala, and Laurel ſprouting o'er his tomb, 
Some wanderer ſtill in fancy's giddy dream, 
Views Nature in her ſportive ſhapes, with e 
Adorn'd, wh now its nodding height that trace, 
In mirror dear, within his mimic page, 
See ſacred charmꝰ Ah youth! of ſuch diſdain, 
To court the ſcornful ſmile, nor ſenſeleſs deign, 
To ſhew thy ſplendid (glaſs, poetic rage 
Will burn. unſeen, and with melodious change, 


mo op r. 
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May roll, may rife, but their unletter d air 
Will quite congeal thy frame ; or if thy ſong 
Demands à patron's warmth, Ah! vain to rear 
The line l hat trifler of the playful throng 
Her brows deſerve, and give her breath to range 


Wich free, unpinion'd flight?/in vain] beneath, 


On earth ſhe droops; in vain the ſeed to raiſe 
Of tow'ring ſong, and ſing inglorious lay! 


1 


Wake, ghar nl indulge * warmer vein, 
That I may rouſe from lechargy this tame * 
And dull enfecbled age; with bolder Arain, * 
Rais d to full height of proud Phœbean flame, 
That would with the tranſcendent ſun of verſe, 
Give luſtre to the theme, and dazzling blaze 
Meridian fre but Ah! dis check'd! the zeal, 


C 


B V — ‚ . ID 
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18 None v. 


Dread borror, and the ghaſtly ſpectr d form * 
Of Poverty, and ies thin fickly meal, 19 


Unfuraiſties the brain, no more immerſe | 
Ot truant, lazy thyme; for who array 
In pomp and fplendour, will thy tale requite ? 


That erſt, in antient art, to princely ear, 
Engroſs'd, and giddy with its ſtern delight, 
Gave loſtieſt ecſtaſy, reluctant fate 

Now doom d in this contemptuous clime to bear 


Each jeſt We > its püädeandgface ' 


In tears, my Mouſe, thy pangs, thy death 1 
Does conſcious fancy now thy boſom ſeize, 


To ak the courtier's Seats ) Alas, thy tongue! ! 


Entranc'd with other dreams, his penlion'd eye 
Secs brighter viſions in a flar or place ; SIDES 
Degenerate day! Ah! iffue not thy ſong, | 
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To this uograreful iſle, nor ſludious miſe 
One ſacred image, and thy fires deny; 
But let coarſe numbers, which no Muſes bring, 
The current calm of thoſe declining days, 
Run in light ſtrain for ts ungurniſlrd feaſt. 


„ 
” \& , 


Of time, to ocean ld, dethron'd, the day 
Retires, in ocean ſets, its ceaſeleſs tide 
Deſcends, and all yon glittering ſkies array, | 
In its reGſtle(s courle, to earth ally d, 

The torrent ſweeps, and in its boundleſs ſway, 
Involves; the Muſe its gathering ſhow'rs deride : 
Ab! lot, dejofted, weeping profit hre 
Receive my laſt adieu; from me, thy wire 
No more ſhall murmur with ſuperfluous lays, 


MONODY. 


In clouds:thy. year, in clouds thy eve decays; 
And muſt thy mean, degraded worth endure 


20 


Of allo ignoränce? Ahl waſted bour 


On chat dear, faithleſs att! and dire rebuke! 


And ſeaſon ſnarp! that ſoon in winter boar | * 


Muſt blaſt che laurel, and diſtobe che bough! 


Thoſe periſhable lines thy doom deplore; 
And ſhall again no future boſoms glow, 

And feel the lingering fire, themſelves to raiſe 
Aloft, and ſeek of ſacred rhyme the praiſe ? © 
Noriravid'd with the mdjefly of fog, 
Burft from the cumbrous weight of Gothic 80 
By late or antient bards heroic rung, 1 


| Shall none again ſurround, no diſtant race, 
Their loud, *trivmphant' ſtrains? Ah! idle verſe! 
What ſhow'r can drown Olympus? lofty, proud, 
In miſt ſublime, above, whoſe tow'ring head 
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Aſcends, or what, for ever mute, can chain 
The lyre, of wakeful power? though hid in cloud 
Of barbarous ages, and to bright diſgrace” © 
Condemn'd, in thy ſecluded paths to fame, 
All-gl6rious Poverty! what gloom detdin 
The golden morn of ſong ? from darkneſs free, 
Thar ſhall again the clear dominion claim, 
Of earth, its radiance, and remount the throne. 
Of kings, in midnight plung'd, the ſpark decays, 
That never, in oblivion ſunk, with thee, 
Of chat ſuperior dignity, ſhall riſe, 
With thy immortal ſplendor's orient crown, 
A meteor's triumph, and extinguiſh'd blaze : 
But who on its late gather'd fruit relies? 


Or'cares what future wean or fame ſucceedꝰ | 


And Ah! who reaps the food, and preſent mee, 


Which living fortune to thy fate denies ! 
Shall I the ſad miſchance and ſtory tell, 


Of that Mzonian chief, the beggar bard, 
2. wh 
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High xank'd in Poverty, in ſong as high, 

Condemn'd in ſtreets with miſery to dwell, | 

And aſk the doubtful bgon ? if veil'd his eye, 

Yer Jove within ill pour'd the bright reward 

Of hapleſs verſe, and his all-ſceing mind, 

Wide op'd with luſt rous beam; or ſhall I ſpeak 

Of that neglected other ſightleſs ſage, 
That ſung of Eden loſt, whoſe peerleſs page 

Blooms with perennial verdure, cherub ſong, = 

And laurel ever green? or“ him bewail, 

Whom late diſtraction led the cup to take, 

Of deep and pois'nous draught? or need I ſeek 

For more of this lean, aguiſh tribe, their lot, | 
In ſome vile corner of a dreary hut, | 
By ſorrow ſought to ſwell her frantic tale ? 
Ah, dire! but ceaſe, my Muſe, nor thus prolong 
The woeful pictures wan of poets, drawn 

* Chatterton. | 
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From native climes, entomb d, to memory now 
Endear'd; or living in this luckleſs age, 
Wild, and ſtill wandering on the Alpine ſnow, 
Forſook, or ſoft Heſperia s tuneful ſhore, 

Of aniverſal ſemblance, ghoſtly, pale, 
Impoverith'd, rude, and eyes uprais'd with ſcorn 
From bodies unremember'd in the rage. 
Of their albheav'aly feaſt : Thoſe crimes impure, 
That wound their ſhort terreſtrial joys, forlorn, 
With modeſt warmth I fing ; impure the foul, 
That locks from liberal ufe the ſordid gold 
Impure their fleep whofe dreams its duſt adore ! 
Ah lyre! can grief like thine its tears controul ? 
Impure the breaſt that with embraces warm, 
Hugs the deep laden bag's impriſon'd ore, 
And leaves the Muſe uncloath'd in winter's cold! 
Like ſome fad tree, witk each defenceleſs arm, 

| Torn with tempeſtaous winds, whoſe pregnant 
head 
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Erſt tow'rd with full-grown fruits, of melloweſt 
weihen 
Its wealth unhonour d, and unmourn'd its ſhade! 
Ah! harſh che ſtorm, and envious wrath ſevere ! 
Ab! harfh the ub H and ernel every Wind, 
That breathes on vernal bud with churliſh air! 
| Ah! harſh the ſtorm, and keener ſtars unkind, 
That blaft the Maſe's birth with budding care! 


And is neglect and ſorrow, then, to be 
Thy ſad and dreary doom? and ſtudious night © | 
In clayleſs cottage, cold and ſacred ſeat .,', | | 
Of Melon that fandderentber i \W 
And bind the knotey rhyme? and dubious fee. | 
Of Niinted-morſel ? haſte, thy birth diſclaim; ; 
Go, wander, youth; to other climes thy fate 
Commend; to other toils; indignant, fly, | 
Reſolve, prepare, and dig the fruitful mine 
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For wealth, for affluence; or from India's ſoil” © 
Bring palms, bring fortune; with: the haughty 

fic dai cites main eniind 4 wig 
Of millions bright, thy ſterling luſtre, ſhine; - 
Te page, then, Dow the whats obatontpines. 


In wit, in wiſdom, and in ſenſe ſupreme ; 


OFT 


Prolific ſource of taſte, and ſpark divine: 
Attend, embrace the hour, on gold rely, 
Immortal gold above the laureat name, 


Shall gild, ſhall grace thy breaſt, with art ſupply; 
But ſtay, Oh ftay, nor build thy ſinful fame 
On crimes, that deep, the voice of heav'n deny! 
Ah crimes! ye ſons of this rapacious ie, 
For gold who murther, and on guilt reſine! 
And ſhall their aſhes live in ſculptur d pile, 
Above the humble Muſe's moſs-grown ſhrine ? 
Whoſe bluſhing ſtatues, o'er their boaſted earth, 
Embalm'd, with ſad, involuntary ſtream, | 
Weep, whilſt beneath we read the long record 
Of vaſt, ignoble praiſe? go, erring youth, 
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Hence, haſte, to glory fail, to gold thy eye 
Remove, nor more in fancy's flow'ry path, 
Delight ; believe the ſong, this ſplendid truth, 
The ftature of thy thought, and current worth, 
Lays in the loſty ore——Ab fruitleſs wrath ! | 
Then looſe each ſtring, and every feeble chord, 
Of thy forlaken lyre, and cloſe the firain, | 
And let no more its mellow notes reſound, 

By grove or hill, nor of its fate complain; 
Harmonious vretchedneſs, proverbial wound 
And penurys cruel ſource. Ah, prompted ire! 
And willing phrenzy! and fanatic ſweep? 
And vengeance of thy hate! and wild refolve ! 
Weep, every brimful flow'r, promiſcuous weep, | 
Ye fuelling cataratts, with me, and diffolve | 
In heavy murmurs hoarſe ; Ah mournfull lyre ! 
Ah lyre ! the parent of each pregnant tear ! 
Abd lunkentable deed 1 Ab wenry flood! | 
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Ah light, fantaſtie bliſs of future ame! 
And airy recompence ! Ah living draught 
Of miſery's bitter cup! and thin repaſt ! 
And wakeful fancy fore! and diſtant food! 
To every rock, and every hill, proclaim 
Reverberated woe——Ah, charm remote! 
Ah, tyrant to the Muſe, and triumph baſe, 
Imperious Poverty! and miſcreant deed ! 
And felon Avarice! Ah fad diſeaſe 
Of ghaſtly, craving purſe! Ah ſhallow ſeed 
Of happineſs, unſown in tuneful breaft ! 
Forbidden, mortal fruit! Ah wizard ſung! 
Ah uſeleſs diligence 


— —As loud, I rack 
e and with attractive ſcorn 


Drew every Sylvan foot, and Woodnymph near, 
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That long, iinſhadowy dell, and glade, had born 
Their ſorrows big, and with dejected air 
Liſten d unto my lay, whilſt every oak, 
That heard its ſound, in clump, or craggy dale, 
Which did his ſtubborn finews tiff, provoke 
With frurdy echo, and each anſwering vale - 
Remurmur'd ſoft applauſe, « Ah, idle toy)! 
« Ah fairy fancy!” from yon leafy ſcreen 
Of opening boughs unclos'd , Whoſe window high 
Into the chamber cool of this wide wood 
Let in crriilean light, deſcending, icod: 
A Muſe divine; has from Parnaſſian height, 
In heav'nly region, o'er the Grecian hill, | 
An atom of baſe magnitude, uproſe, 
With ſong as eminent, above the Kill 
® Of mortals, inacceſſible to flight F 
Of joftielt wing, and, dropr, i in ſtrains like thoſe, 


Check'd'r my deſpairing line- — — 
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What tears prolong d, their frantic flood, 
Swell, from che ſhallow ſource of ranſack'd woe 
With the rude ſtream thy crickling numbers flow, 
And blame with bold, imperious tide, ſevere, 
The juſt decrees of Jove; Ab, impious lyre! 7 
Stain'd with the guilt that dares yon Truth affail, 
Wich thy weak, infant, wild, preſumptuous tale, 
Of its dilaſt'rous fate Inſatiate ire l. 


Infirm the Muſe, whoſe fevers fear, 
"The great illuſtrious ſtorm to/bear, 
Spurn the low pomp which mortals vain admire, 
And be my gold thy ſole extent of care. 
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I. 2. | 
From that rare, dazzling wealth, undug below, 
Far from this orb obſcure, whoſe twilight ray 


Scarce lights thy glimmering path, in tranquil 
bor, BELL. aa 562 (Ns #24 


* 
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„green, of arch'd ethereal ſhade ; 

From che pure calm of chat unchangeful hour, 

On hill enraptur'd laid, whoſe crimſon brow | 

Refulgent glories gild, unſerting day, 

I come ; from each luxuriant banquet, ſpread 

With fruits, no mean Heſperian ſuns mature: 

| Ceaſe, hear, thus'Jove's indulgent ſtrains reply; 

Ab, ceaſe, ungrateful, ceaſe, and envious hear; 
— x favowr'd amey = 

I bid thee to the ſumptuous feaſt, 

 RegaFd at my replenifh'd table high, 

With fweets, the choice of heav'n's redundant 

year. 
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I. 1. 
Ul ſteps to ſee, my ſceptre ſhare, 
In vain the taſk, thy dreams forbear; 
With thoſe frail pow's thy reptile ſenſe adorn, 
My wiſdom, towr'd, ſupreme? To Avarice, gold, 
Of abje& worth, I give; to kings, the reign, 
I mark, of meaſur d rule; in dear array, 
Thy realms are thoſe, their depth I ſhew, 
| You azure fields of fainter hue, | 
Down the broad paths of heav'n's extended plain, 
Thy lingering Empire, and unbounded ſway. 


0D E. 


II. a. 
Of oparſe and ſparing meal, and morſel rude, 
In kingdom of thy Mule, and coſtlier food - - 
Oercanopy d, in heaven and ſtate divine, 
Why this contempt and ſcorn?. 93 
rng eee nds 1 
Canſt thou, with boſom gem inrob'd, unfold, 
With that exalted ſpark's;ennobling flame, 
The fruitful ſpring, the glittering ore, 
Embelliſh'd with bold, ſparkling, flooded beam, 
The radiant fire of ſong, and luſtrous blaze. 
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9893 
on erh, thy doom of tratiient dare, 
Stem the rough wave, the ſhow'rs of Iife deride; | 
In Penuty's gatb, — © 
Indignant Virtue oft the Muſe hath ſhewn, 
From crazy, rafter' roof, and Eoctige low, 
To my fix d, farelieſt hall's celeſtial height, 
And fortune wide; and years of young tenown : | 
| Cotredt thy rage; thy ſpletidor hene, 
For mine renounce, thoſe robes Ba 
Enrich'd, in yon imperial manſions bright, 


"mT, 


With pee, the — heay'n's diftinguiſh'd 
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II. 2. 
By luſt uncanquer d lives; Ah fly! the fire 
Subdug, then - ceaſe, nor court the rankling 


With their ſuperfluous grace; untorturing flow 
My joys, that deep thy guiltleſs draughts allure, 
Of thoſe the taſte, of thoſe, the floods rene ; 
Ab, ceaſe thoſe miſcreant trains ; tome thy lyre 
Awake, to virtuous lays, my tuneful car 
ae n Fae gar 0 un- compare 
With mine, che loftier meed? in yonder ſkies, | 
| Teall thee to wol enden caſe, 
Cheriſh the grateful thought, thy glory view, 
And build thy wealth on their immortal prize. 
Tb | | 


On Avaricethrown, whoſe mines no Muſe inſpire 
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SHE fled, clouds vaniſd'd; and the forms unveibd 

From vapour, that with tall. gigantic ſtride 

Stalk d through. ideal myſt, diſpers'd, and day 

Roſe with, full cherub ſmile; the opening pride, 
The ample rapge, the kingdom'd ſweep, 

The blue commagd of Jon ethereal ſteop, 


Tow'rs—and the deep-fraught eye of fancy ſwell'd 
Exhauſtleſs treaſure, which the Muſe unchang'd 


For fathomleſs, full purſe, profuſe around, 
Flings fro her liberal cheſt; unaw'd along 
The torrent flows, and her large, affluent ſhow'r, 
On the dul, poor, unenvy'd bags of fame, 
Breaks with broad levelFd dart; on pinions light, N 
She off, with richer view hath rang'd 
Earth, ſeas, an} es, ch empyrean plain; 
ith no mean impediments, the weight 
Of droſs, and metal vile, ſhe fears amain, 

Up the wide arch of heay'n, ere o 
Of mortals groveling i in low-reliſh'd duſt, 
Uncircumſcrib'd, in magazines 4 Joy, 

5 boght goblos 
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And Gold ſupreme of ſong, Such verſe, me Mule, 

In no peturious firain; ignoble=proud  / 
— rovfiig aft; hin kinkdv boa; 
And dard in uncouth rhyme undeck'd, diſcloſe ; 
| The purſe-worn grandeur, and the baſe alloy 
of Avarice and Pride, the tinſel throng, ; 
Spitits of juſt reproof ; whilſt low the ſun, 
| Downwards upon his loping * cool, 
Beneath the penthouſe of her ſtraw- clad ſhed, 
Peep'd through the window rent, of lattic'd clay, 
Cloſe; on a bench; » where leau d herrüit bend; 
Vnpoliſh'd; homely, made with ſhepherd's rule, 
And crimſon'd all the roof with farewell red, 
Wiſhing no ſolemn fancies may diſmay, * 

/ And chaſe fair Peace away, | 

95 Till his enlighten'd, clear — | . 
Or chat clear, fairer, bri gh, reſplendent morn,, 
That pours with golden flood celeſtial day. 
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1. 
F kiend—nor my fghs for ricndhi's ng 
in vain! 
| Companion of each dearer hour; 
Whole ſinile now owns thy focal powt? 
Who hears? who cows ibs Hdd: 
Where glows thy pen by fancy lelꝰ 
| Wha injur truth provokes its aid? 
What ſplendid ſheer ſolicit is delay?” 
Proud of imperial William'sF haughty air, 
. Indignant, vice to bear, 
Elate, with candour to convey. | 
Pach faſhion grave, each folly gay, 
In colours bright and fair. 
In this Ode are deſcribed the different engagements of 


_ the Poet in youth and manhood. 
+ He was then writing the hiſtory of William the con- 
queror. 
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41 Mali © 
Rich, to illumin d time, thy ti treaſure flows. 


The Muſe's long melodious courſe 
To. age deſcends with torrent force, 


. S © gons int 
Immortal they, of loftier fame, * 
Who catch the pure c celeſtial flame, 
* lis the » verſe with Virtue's praiſe. jnwore ; 
no r ſill pairs her day: 
Ids ne, 26 infant ray, 
3 , 
Ofer hills, the meads, the ſkyes, the grove, 
Her arm, criumphant lay * ! | 


* In the piogrefs of his profeſſion, the allurements of de- 
ſcriptive poetry, that ſubordinate, but delightful province 
of the youthful bard, are relinquiſhed with regret; but an 
exhibition vf the paſſions, and the illuſtration of graver ſub- 
jets claim, 7 yd er e ee 


years, . 
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3. 
Ide ſilver wave ſerenely fair, 
But fairer ſtill the moral clear, 
That elevates the ſong: 
Vet, pathleſs,. in the lonely vale, 
Her evening charm, ſhe loves to ſteal 
The mellow tints that mark yon ſanguine ſky ; 


n r ſtill che ſorrows of her race: 


Ah] fad, ſupetior grace! 
— — the ſyrelling b 
8 — the pregnant eye, 


Deal 


In kiftory's ſource, the crowded ſcene, 
What cares, what crimes, what horrors 

| Yet/ ſtom its depch of various woes, 
Bellows the tl "iditiighty viifiwinds roar ; 
From love, vhoſe anguiſh drains the bow], 


dE l. 4 


| 5. 

Wich eyes unſeen to ſtray 
—— Tre ub 
— — 

© "Deſpair und torture true; 
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Some leſſon ſprings, the pictur d year, 

Lon painted roof, this ambient ſphere, 
N olume broad diſplays ; 

Of human crimes we mourn the tale; 

From human ills—the dreadful gale! 


8. to . . ; — | 
W learn feel, we tremble to endure; r 
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Say ſmiles each dart adorn, 
Exulting o er the azure floor 
ill en Oer ann. I l al? 
Meridian clouds i 
* — { 


® Thoſe laſt ſtanzas but feebly repreſent the qualities of 
the Poet, and the ſubſerviency of material nature for the 
ornaments and animation of his ſubject. 
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7. 
With'fancy's glittering gems inlaid, tie NMuſe 
Amps the ſong, ſhe robes the Gr, 
Life's changeful ingeful ſeaſon ſhews ; 
- She gilds the ſummer's ſparkling green, 

Fair as the heav'n ſhe paints her pencil flows; * | 

| Life's cloudleſs azure glows, | 

Or mix'd with bues of heavier train, 
— waa aanpihs0 
© Her colours dire diſcloſe. 
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the: in the lingering deep 
— fr; 
8 — warm obſiraied fire, 
| Sho feels yon diſtant ſuns expire, 
8 alas! in envious. darkneſs thrown, 
mn elude my care, 
+ meet, and claſp it there. 


To 


L 47 J "Y, | 


TO Vite e rode. 


1. 
' 


B Reate, flowers and feet the ambient air, 
Steal odorous treaſures from the dewy morn, | 
8 Wich pearls your leaves adorn, 

Cuch fragrant perfumes from the balmy ſhow, 

And o'er each brook, in mirror clear, 
Deck'd with the lily, and the daiy fir 
And fill Narifſus near 
1n'daffogil, your charms adore; 
Your velrel}Quickiihnituehar tink diſplay, 
Erewhile your ſeaſon gay, 
Your dreſs, and gaudy pride, 
Shall winter harſh deride, 
Ah ſwift! Ah ſoon! your ſweets decay 


—— — — — #,# 
. 


| And to the whiſpering woods and nales, Prolong 


48 5 18 
Riſe, md choir, ſalute the ſky, 
win earlieſt voice ie the 2— day, 
| And from each quivering ſpray, 


At morn, fior leſs uprais'd by noontide hour, 


| Bid echo to your nores reply, TY + 
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| Your firains ; at Eve, the ſong 
| | Renev, with are change; ont, 
Or} hazel cabs, by ſpring, or darker ſhade, 


(22 TY 0 be 


Orin the funny Sade, 24; 
188 | 24250 
Your ſong of ſummer” 8 due, 


| With mine, \provol'd, repeat, 
Ah ſhort! "Ah ſwift! its beauties fade 
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Niremz, that lazy, langwd, cp 
Through ſweltering meadows, ox alternate rove 
Bu glimmeringelmbtanch wore, 
in mim flence, or reſounding, e 

(Oer ſome hoar, rocky, careleſs ſteep,) 
On fancy's ear, 10 liſten to your tale 1 
Of cuneful Madrigal) 

Ta diſtant, ſoſt, melodious fall, 5 
Whether o'er Tibur's cliffs ye towering ſtray, 
bi Or Lodore's ® craggy way, 

Sogn ſhall your ſtagnant ſource, 
Mo more with vagrant courle, 
In ſmooth meanders ſportive play. 


A waterfall in Cumberland. 
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As falls the year, as fades the flow'r, 
A me! my youthful ſeaſori dies, in haile 
le pnde of fe is pitt, 


Shall ſeize my lifeleſs frame, no more 
With you to wake, bur in'ſome happier ſcene 
| Bloom with freſn beauty green; 
Ain om fair virtue's oed balow, 
= brighter bow ars, (by Nid's, er Derwendr ſide, 
; Or Thames, thy hoafy tide, 
No more your Banks to mourn, 
Wich willows white, forlorn,) 
Ot bliſs; eternal ſpring, rede. 


” * 88 * 
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| ro EVENING. ; 
N ympts of the balmy, ſoft and'filent hour, 
| Mild Evening yellow-ſlipper'd train, 
£ By the weary Shepherd ſeen, 


 (Homeward, as through the plaited path he goes) 


Bruſhing with dewy feet the dimpled green ; 
Or in ſome cool ſequeſter'd bow'r, 
| Looſe floating on the filver ſtream, 
PFPuoour amber trefles lave; 

Oh, may I ſeemly to your modeſt eye, | 
As oft with eager ſearch your ſteps I trace, 
By bank or paſture whos the hairbell grows, 
Approach your ſeats, norlight my tranſport deem, 
That other gay and noontide beauties leave, 
For your tranſcendent charms and lovelier grace. 
Whether through miſty meadows, winding, low 


E 2 


5 ox II. 
You lead, by hovel ſunk, or ruſhy brake, 
Or river, glaſſy, ſmooth, meandering flow 
O'erits bright, ſky-pav'd, golden channel clear, 
Where the quick glancing, ſcaly produce take 
Their nimble paſtime o'er the glittering wave; 
Or if by lake, or grot; or fountain's brim, 

Or hedge-row, hawthorn trim, 
Oh, griceful all your haunts, enchaming fair! 


Daughters of peace, accept my favourite lay, 
Fair, ſober, ſtedfaſt matron, ftudious Eve 

| Ah, who your-bluſhing favours would forſake? 
As now your ruddy charms I view, 
| | On roſy couch, by fancy juin'd d 
| In xedleck, to my raptur d mind, 

| Of ſong, andchaſtedelight, wirhradiancecrown'd, 


— . Oe VE. © 


ob III. $3 
Of fickle courtſhip and lefs conſtant face? 
Say, faireſt Eve, exulting ſay, 

Y And if not bold my verfe preſume, | 
Parent of peace celeſtial, ſay, 
Star-trac'd through yonembroider'd, azure ſpace, 

In richer, ambient roof ſerene, 
Beneath this crimſon-vaulted heav'nly deome , 

Can courts or coſtlier ſtate excel 
Your ſpangled pleaſures and leſs guilty ſcene 5 
Sweet cherub Nymphs, lead on, o'er woodland 
ground, 


By humble cot, your purer joys I feel. 


Or whether on ſome mountain's ruſſet fide 
Youlean, and careleſs, mark the wandering maze 
Of vales and floods, and in deep ſhade defcry 
Of ſome lac'd, ſunny cliff, or kindling blaze 


® 3 


$54 oDE III. 

Of fiery turret, with its lanthorn high, 
Diſtinguiſh'd, ſoon-to fade; or whether now, 

| Grown darker to your labyrinth'd eye, if aught 
Of ſuch dim view can tire, from doubtful trace 
Of hills and ſpires withdrawn, beneath ou ſtray, 


To ſmaky village, at its playful feaſt, 
And liſten to the ſound of paſtoral note, 


| Mot pleaſing, artleſs ſtopt, while ſunk, the day 


Winks farewel, and the unapparrel'd Eve, 
Majeſtic; in the drowſy, yawning Weſt, 
Drops from her golden throne ; Ah, Nymphs, 
My parting look, as through dull glimmering 
„  thades © 0 

Of tall, and twilight fir, in pillar'd rows, 

1 ſteal, and in faint ſhadows weak, eſpy 


Yourtwinkling gleam, whilſtfancy's wakeful light | 


Round my dark feet her ſtarry mantle throws, 
And leads through worlds unknown, 
Till day s narrow cloſing eye, 
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Down weigh'd with 3 clouds and ſable 
night, -*= + 4 

Draws her pale burniſh from your curtain'd heads. 


* T ; 


8 ſolemn dying cloſe, ſaluted Eve! 
Fond partners of my wedded, dear embrace! 
Reſume your charms, norlong yourtriumph leave 
To darkneſs, and the noontide's gariſh face. 

> "Soft Eve, accept my favourite lay ; 
in ſummer, to your waving enfign true, 
Ob, oft may I my verſe array h 
Wich tranquil beam, the pride of ſong and me 
And yet, when bluſhing Autumn, changeful 

queen, | 
Steals through the checquer'd grove inſandals red, 
Tipping with buſy touch each withering tree, 
With orange, brown, or yellow mingled hue, 
7 By tawny copſe, or tangled way 

Within, and moſs- -grown gilded ſhed, 


Chaſte Eve, admit me in thy | ſerious train. 
f — oli nv? 
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0 D E IV. 
Sn bannen ans 165 250d gi 
on THE DEATH or W. D. Eq. in 1181, 


Written in the decline of that Year. 


Twa S Autumn, when with dewy ſteps and 
flow, n 
Beneath a ſolemn roof of elins I ſtray d, 
Wich browner oak, in'dreary row, 
And faded lime-tree mix'd, in ſaffron ſhade, 
At morn, as now the Sun with radiance low, 
Had harneſs d all the ſoft loves in his train, 
And faithful zephyrs fann'd his feveriſh wain, 
And ſummer bow d, and o'er each prouder ftrearn 
Hung mellow foliage; on a hawthorn ſptay 
The redbreaſt pour'd his wonted lay, 
In notes, chat of the fleeting year complain; © 
And rivulets join'd the ſad, harmonious theme, 
And leaves from quivering branches came, 
And woodnymphs wept the withering ſcene, 
While thus the gale in murmurs by, 
Of mournful muſic pierc'd my ear, 
Ah lot of all beneath this ambient {ky ! * 
cc With reſtleſs frowns rebtik d and envious care!ꝰ 


l 
I 
I 
p 
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II. 
Shadowing the crimſon eye of orient day, 


The clouds began to drip with drizzly dew ; 
The monte, late in livery gay, | 
Their curtains cloſe of night and darkneſs drew, 
In diſmal mourning clad, and wild array, 
And down with trickling current caughttheſhow'r, 
Thar in their channels ran in fountains hoar, 
And delug'd all the vale with tears; ſerene, - 
The meads their ſmiles reſume ; the radiant eye 
Of dew-drop meets the glittering ſky, 
Ah, btight, yon flattfring ſuns your orbs diſplay}! 
To rocks and woods I ſung my ſtedfaſt pain, 
For not a ſhepherd heard the ſtrain, 
That wont on verdant couch to lay ; 
| With mellow notes I mourn'd the year, 
Wich mellow notes my cares I Uhd; 
Ah! eden uma proſpect fair ! 
And ſhallow human bliſs, the tranſient pride! 


* rA. 


Itk7 
The deſert landſcape fill d my fruitſul y 


In lawns and walks I trac d my luckleſs hour :.... 


ve dear, ye cool enlighten'd Kies, 
Thatwa wake w ith awful breeze this trembling bow” 
of 2 and fable garb, whoſe hue ſupplies 
My ſong, wy melancholy change again, 
nale tt your fültry beans iy Hteps Hetals'? 
Whele Gf df Necret filenice I hHavt T ff 10 T 
On ruiſet pavement ſpread; and/aniberfido#)A 
ay2 dati Muſe: reſigu d, its paths deplore, L 
Ere In aheis leaves are pluck'd by winter keen, 


1 


1 


And an, of rapture- in theſe haunts | loy dia 


Where oft, whi Iſt heav'n n its toils approv d, 


2 Wich fancy 8 flow' rs 1 grac'd mg ſcene, 
„tit j et $2 Ty; 
* Nor! r when (its brighteſt ſ park) my lay 
11 gave with F riendſhip” $ fires to glow, 


Like Oy ſagimer's rich luxuriance Tay, 


Saw the dark ſtorm 1 Toe. 


Lift M in es dro tn uit dA 
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Vatoro i its «render green! thy hopes difown | 


ode IV. 


0 
Of heavieſt woe and death, to me ſevere, 


VUnſeen: Oer yon high, trackleſs plains, ſecure, 


Eternal circling calm, the year 
Breaks with reſiftleſs blaze; unclouded, pure, | 
Eternal ſmiles thoſe End realms endear ; 3 ; 


But not on earth the equal feaſt decreed, 


Bur not on earth in ſummer's robes array d, 
F 


r 


| My Muſe; in vain the hope, the: ſearch-in vain, 


. | Angelic lips pronounc d the ſtrain, 
To build on earthly foil ſuperior jo) 
In vain! from me thefpring-tide prime is flow'n, 
Whew Friendſhip! $ ny gems were 
* Fl blown 0 | 
; 85 Witz fruits, chat ſtores of gold ſupply; 
1 In vain! to me the liogering day 
Returns, the lingering hours retire, r u 
In vain the ſeaſons ſhine, with dull delay 


Roll the dark moments and in clouds expire. 


ODE TV. 


V. 

Oer me, averſe, their bluſh yon ſkies prevail | 
To trace, on cold, diſtracted canvaſs drawn ; _ 

With him, whom nowtheir climes conceal, 
I mark d with pencil warm the earlieſt dawn, 
And Evening beam, and heard his artleſs tale 
By bank, or ſtream; with him I rang'd the mead, 
By willowy Thames, which now in haſte I tread, 
Where ſoft the whiſpering reeds his name repeat; ; 
The os reeds and watchful oaks around, 

With fighs awake the mingling ſound, 
With fighs Theave, how oft,” with ſighs I hear 
Again the whiſpering woods my loſs relate, 
Again provok'd-my pangs create, 

% How oft, with fancy ſtudious laid, 
% You faw the ſparkling wave below, 


« Whillt clear your verſe i its current diſ- 
e play d, 


16 Whoſemimic murmurs ren with careleſs flow!” 


\ 
F, 
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VI. 
The verſe, no more, its ſparkling waves inſpire. 
Nymphs, and ye airy ſhapes, in filent throng - 
That liſten to my rueful lyre, 
As cloſe theſe rhymes their wedded ſhow'rs pro- 
Whole notes your ears to pleaſe alone aſpire, 5 
Say, if with fancy'd woe my ſong 1 raiſe? 
Which Echo fad records with murmuring praiſe; 
And ſay, ye Muſes, if for gold or fame ' 
I ſeek, or fing with one unhallow'd line? 
II looſe, your venal wreath I twine 
To him, who hears me from his injur'd tomb, 
The virtuous bard's diſtinguiſh'd name; 
My laurels few neglect my doom ; | 
No more to me your charms reveal, 
Nor friendſhip ſhew its conſtant face, 
From you, forbid my anxious cares to ſteal, 
And ſooth my ſorrows in your fond embrace. 


Seek other tranſpons which no fears anon; ke 1 
To fine celeſtial circle dear, 


| 8 
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For! E 3 now on carth yon doors deny, 
Lament with me, ye woods, my pang ſeyere; 5. 
From me, my friend, che cruel fates have torn, 
Lake youl weep, like you I and forlorn, TE, 
Like you the wiat'ry frowns of life deſcry ; 
With me lament the ſeaſon's dire decay, 
When friendſhip ſhone with fervent ſway, 
When in your chearfal bows Fought the torn, 
Not brighter than' irs Rteatnig eye; from me 


* „ 
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Vos midnight gloom obſcures the ky, 
Nor more my ſteps i its ray 5 ; adorn ; . 
With you 1 weep the faded year, 
With yours aloud my woes . 9 
Thatkae with golden warmth tranſcendent, _ 
Felt the pure ſunſhine of its dazzling flame. 


* 
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*V Ward © 
No more, wy Maſe, jo numbers rude, repine; 
Now Phcebus from the top of loftieſt hill 
Deſcends, the length” ning ſhades recline, 
And-n6w, regain'd,' the grove melodious, Gil 
Histow'ring darts; reſtor'd, my hours may . 
Again my tyre may breathe, again return 
Its livelier voice; vich mine, > We lat, may 
Some hear, of runeful p pow! r, to o fancy, dear ; 
Again, riſe, again my bopes inſpire, 7 
Again 1 catch the, genial fire — 


a that through the vocal woods reſound; 


May ſhed for me, remov d, the ſilent tear, 
And trace my;melancholy bier 
ion ©" Fe DI the torturing'wound ; 
an". His! beaving breaſt, with bebe fi incere, 
Like mine for hin 8012 1 I ods” 
To ſome ſad ſacred grave my limbs may bear, 
Revere thoſe aſhes—and unite his own. 
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Viale, alob, with ſolema lufre ſpread, 
Again yon languid vale array, 
. Whole woods, repos'd in partial ſhade | 
Of hovering clouds, expect the grace; 
| Where oft, like gems of ſparkling hue, 
My giddy eyes have caught the blaze, 
Irs ſpires, and pointed' oaks that bew, 
Your ſuns, through fapphire wilds that roll, 
Wich boundleſs orb, thoſe charms con- 
Ab! what avails you orient ſcene! 
Ab, what! its youthful robes to wear 
If ſummer's | proſperous rills nor weave the green, 
Nor bend the foliage, r nor enrich the year. 


e On the dry and fickly l 1985- | 
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H. 

Around, with awful rage the fplendor glows; 
The kindling earth rebounds the rays, 
The ſky no glittering plumes diſplays, 

Nor ſong yon mournful field beſtows, 
Whole lonely ſeythe ſalutes my ear, 
Where oft arrang'd in tuneful train, 

Tbe murmuring winds their muſic bear; 
Nor herd delays the height to gain, 
Or frantic ſeeks the faithleſs flood, 
Or roams the plain, and roars for food: 
Ah! what avails this leafeleſs bow'r ! 

Or what! yon withering lawns and mead! 

If heav'n's deſtructive aim ſuſpends the ſhow'r, 

Nor wakbs.the bloſſom, nor expands the ſeed ! 


L | * 97 ' 
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III. 

PARENT of earth, whoſe providential pow'r A 
The good obſerve, the vain diſown, 
Low, at thy pure offended throne 

| | We tremble, and thy feet adore ; 

| "To curb a nations finful pride, 

| Wirk vengeance roll'd thy wrath we fear; 

| Its miſcreant ſons, reluctant, chide, 

| Armed with the bolt, the wound forbear ; 

| With juſtice mild, with anger kind, 

In clouds that ſpeak thy furious mind, 
The terrors of the ſtorm prepare ; 
But hear, (as weak thy aid we crave,) 

Ob, hear a ſuppliant kingdom's anxious pray'r, H 

Correct with mercy, and in thunder faye, An 


ove V. 


On man, relentleſs thrown, this envious air 
The darts of woe, and death ſupplies; 
Wich livid blaſt the lightning flies, 
And famine! pale, with pang ſevere, 
Unquenchꝰ d, chat taints the pois nous gale, 
O'er Aſia's low and ſtagnant ſhore, 
Thy faint and ſultry breath we feel: 
Guardian of health, its ſmiles reſtore, 
Ah, fan the feveriſh breeze, declare 
In fruitful ſhow'rs thy foſtering care, 
Of mercy full, in floods beſtow'd, 
Again reveal the radiant ſign, 
| Hang thebrightbow in'yoruli-hadowii cloud, 
And let the ſplendid mark celeſtial ſhine, | 


DE V, 


V. 
From paths, which once with truth, in peace, 
| Since firſt the Sire preſum'd to firay, 
His Lord the righteous winds obey, 
He chang d the ſeaſon's tortur'd train, 
His youth that fire, his age that freeze, 
und badge his infant ſteps with pain 
To manhood rife, his ills to trace; 
Forbid his antient date to climb, 
In haſte deſcends his earlier prime; 
Wich ſorrow flow,' and ſwiſter fate 
The ſpring to periſh, and its fruits decay. 


4 


FATHER of life, from yon reſplendent ſkies, 
Serene, thy fe Gui e hener, 
To thee, with penitential teard, 
Provok'd, our urgent pats wi 3 
Indulgent fave, thy wrath decline, 
With dew, the buds, the blade, adorn; 
Forſook, their fragravt bloom refign | 
Thoſe opening flow'rs that aſk the morn; 
In winter's rueful garb array'd, 
The year ſhall frown, the year ſhall fade. 
Aſcend, ye ſhow'rs, the ſkies regain, 
Of ſummer ſwell the ambient ſtore, 
Ope its full pride your lingering drops detain, 
And let your influence cool this lifeleſs hour. 


—_—_—— 
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I. 
10 HEALTH, 
1 
I int be an 
Wave 
In thee, my boſom ſighs to lave, 
And raiſe with health this liſtleſs hour; 
Awhile my d frame reſtore, | 
Again in memory 's warmth to trace 
My ſteps chrough Tuſcan glades chat 
lng t, 
: The arch in Tiber's gloom that laid, 


And mark i Its mouldering grace. 


. 25 
Corrected by thy honeſt aid, 
Thoſe pangs that ſtudious paths invade, 
Wait thy cold realm's invigorating power; 


From each keen claſp of thy awak'ning ſhow'r, 


* On the Author's approach to the ſea in 1788, 


o VI. 71 

Sunk with the ſedentary ſcene 

Of flumbering thought, in circling train, 

The ſpirits free, the fancy gay, 

Again their vivid beams diſplay, 

Ideal worlds their charms reveal ; 

Again thy azure girds the ſkies ; 
Again in Arno's clear and cloiſter'd vale, 
Thy magic influence bids its tow'rs ariſe, 


u. . 
From faſhion's feveriſh round, the veins 
| Which pleaſure fires, and envy rt 
Thy arms the trembling maid embrace; 
Her eager neck, her kindling face, 
Their . their crimſon tints reſume; 
Fly, fly the midnight rout, ye fair, 
Of wounds, of raviſh'd eaſe, beware, 
And youth's lamented bloom. 


F 4. 
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Around this favourite iſle, thy ſtream 
; Flows, to recruit its martial flame, 
And ſtill, of glory full, its floods to pour; 

Thus haughty Latium's once triumphant ſhore 
Arm'd with new limbs the Roman hoſt ; 
As dear to thee, thy kingred coaſt, 
Long, on its late born ſons, beſtow * 
Thy dauntleſs bhuſh, thy finewy glow, 
Steel with firm hearts its heroes bold, 
Bid thy rough ſurge its ſeamen brave, 

And give the Britiſh orator to hold, 

F 


— * „ *. * 
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Where ice thy polar kingdom bears, 
Where ſnow the Fhracian mountain rears, 
Or where from Syria's deſerts fled, 

The ſun: burnt Aſian drinks the ſhade, 
| To thee, their natives throng'd repair ; 
Brac'd with thy nerves the cinctur'd race 
Through Indian wilds ſurmounts the chaſe, 
Or breathes the ſanguine war. 


— 


A 


$1 


opp" VI. 


III. &' 
Flow, tide, thy cryſtal floor prepare, 
Yield 10 each Nr ardent pray's,| 
That from yon greeneſt caverns drawn, imptote 
Thy urn, and offer all its tucid ſtore 
Of pure aſtringent ſpoils; my ftrain © 
Then clear its former ſparks may gain; 
Then, if theſe richer hands could raiſe 
Some coſlier ſhrine of ſplendid praiſe, 
To thee, that wak'd my drooping muſe, 
With coral, ſhells, and amber, mine, 
Such as thy diſtant radiant caves prod uce, 
The grotſhould glitter, and the roof ſhould . 


— 
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Am . relentleſs, will the year, 

And earth its verdant ſmiles reſume ? 

The ſpring and azure ſeaſon wear 5 f 
aner 
”Y } 
I 


When will the bud, 4. will the flow'r 


| | Unope its boſom to the ſun ? 
| Or when, the ſoft and fragrant ſhow. 


With buſy, grateful murmur run? | ' 
And when the deep and riper charm 8 
Of ruddier noontide's fervid ray? 


But when, Ah! when, will friendſhip warm, 
With brighter beam regild the day ? 


o VII. 
Of winter's thick and drowſy air, 
Wich me, the languid herds complain, 
With me, in mournful filence bear 
Its leaden weight, and lingering reign. 


I ſee the clouds the ſkies deform, 

I hear the midnight tempeſt roar, 
Alone, beneath the bluſtering ſtorm, 
I feel the dark unſocial hour. 


Ah me! ift hs dreary ſhows * 

I trace paſt pleaſures faded green ; 

Soft Friendfhip's breath is ſummer's roſe, 
Its ſweets wins our ſcene. 
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FOR A HERMITAGE 


STRANGER, where, fo thoughtleſs, by 
Do thy erring footſteps ſtray ? 

Stop, and turn thy curious eye 

From yon aniline dome away. 


And eool, within this glimmering ſhade, : 
This Hermit's haunted ſcenes * 3 
And mark the roof with ofiers laid, 


And ſtoop beneath-his humble door, 


And view his walls with ivy fpread,, 


Moſs-grown bench, and graſſy floor, 
Hairy gown, and wicker bed. 


N 
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IMSCEREIPTION. 
Nor his frugal meal deſpiſe, 
Nor his cup wich benhh chat own! 
Beard, from age of hoary fize, 
Age, that wiſdam's wealth beſtows.. - 


Taſte the draught my thirſt relieves, 


Eat the wholeſome food I bring, - | 


Honied cake of oaten ſhenves, 


Balmy fruits, and nectar d ſp ring. 


You that ſwim with ſparkling wine 
In yon echoing hall may tell. 
How its luſcious baits incline, 


Folly's wit, and reaſoms war, nov fir. 


Wa * | 
CS; * 
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Taſte the dim thoſe hands pte pate, 


Sip with me the fimple bot. 


78 INSCRIPTION: 


Taſte, nor thus thy moments loſe, 1 
From the giddy rout remove, 22 

Taſte, and let thy prudence chooſe 
Paths, her cleareſt rules approve. 


Shun the ſlaves of pleaſure, hun, 

Fluttering life's fatitaſtic crew, 

Read in glittering tribes they run, 
Faſhion leads, and fools purſue. 


Stranger, ceaſe, thoſe tolls forbea , Nö * 
Wealth, and all its cares reign; 
Fame renounce, but fruitleſs are * 
Mimic buſt, and marble rie peg od ul 


Nor vain yon lonely Halcyon deem, 

Though gold het azure plumes adorn, 

She loves this dark ſequeſter'd ſtream, | 
Nor finds thoſe favourite haunts forlorn. | ,, | 


INSCRIPTION, 


And ſoft thoſe bow'rs in filence trace, 
And hear the midnight warbler's ſong, 
She hides in ſhades her bluſhing face, 
She flies the noonday's babbling throng. 


And turn, and ſtoop within my door ; 
Taper light, and napkin clean, 

Croſs, and faint, and Virgin pure, 
On my turf-built altar ſeen ; 


Cup of life, and rapture high, 
Books, and faſt, that vice controul, 
Kiſs, and beads, and holy ſigh, 
Are the feaſt thar feeds my ſoul. 


Stranger, proud, regardleſs, where 
Do thy erring footſteps fly ? 

Stop, and kneel in humble pray'r, 
Live like me, and learn to die, 


— — — 
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on THE PREMATURE DEATH or wits 


'AovTROR! $ NIECE. 


Frow's of life 5 N fo gay 
Soon to cloſe, and ſoon decay, 
With my rears thy pall I trace, 
As it creeps with ſolemn pace 

To yon Churchyard, blept, flow, 
Borne by maids in mournful row, 
To a grave my.pangs deſcry, 
Where thy beauty doam'd muſt ie. 
Grief, that for a mother dear, 
Brought to thee her image clear, 
And that ſhook thy tender frame, 
When in dreams her Ikeneſs came, 
And its terror would impart, 


Was the wound that pierc'd thy heart. 
Pureſt bloſſom? faireſt ſhade! 


All that on that bier is laid, 
G2 


„ ˙ A ²⅛—l1!lJ̃ ͤwüutL 
5 
— - —— — 
ow — 


In a cell, no more to weep, p 
Lids, their heavy watch chat keep, 


84 2 J. 
Clay cold arms, and cheeks ſo fair, 
Eyes, chat now impriſon'd are 


Icy fingers, dew-drops chaſte | fad 
On her virgin boſom plac'd, 

Sheer that wraps her limbs of led, 

All ſhall periſh faſt, and fade; 

But, fair Saint, that virtue pure, 

Senſe, and wit, and harmleſs hour, 
Mirth, that from thy lips would flow., 
Which on earth was chang'd to woe, 

Smiles, that did their darts prepare, 

But no darts of death would ſpare. 
That their torture keen demis, 

Miſchief, kind to human eyes, 


„ bs >; »: 1 
Hearſe, nor ſhroud of diſmal hue * N 
Shall in duſt thoſe lunbs confine, | 1 
They, thy ſpirit warm ſhall join, 5 Bb Ar 


ELEGY I 
Which before hath wing d its flight 
Upwards, and far out of ſight, 
r 
Millions of chat dreary ſpace, 
Which her body to yon tomb 
Meaſures now is night and home. 


& OY  mTHERT * RA” ._ = 


You, ales 1/n0 more hall tread... ca 
Here, with her, Peavy 8 
And above their luſtre ſee, ; 

be your ſteps from vice as free. 

Deareſt maiden, meekeſt _ 

| Now ather celeſtial fealt, | 
Here, a ſweet, but drooping flow'r, © 
There ſhe ſought her bed and bows, | 
Here an angel-once ador'd, | 
And a brighter there ſhe ſoar'd. 
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And © ſurrounds EE 
bier, St ple 37 1. 


My Muſe, though diſtant, ee tie, 
. | 


She hears with ſolemn cloſe the ſentence read 

On man, whoſe life is like the withering | 
ä 15 

She ſees 1 dion 9 5 feeting hade, 

ta tears furender, and renen the hour. 
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tro II. 89 
To that Hort hour of btifs this trqafiens ſcene 
Supplies, what fair delufive meteors lead) 
By hope develop, but reviewid with pain, 
Her pictures vaniſh, and thoſe profpedts fade. 


Ah! where ſhall ſcience, where ſhall art forlornz 
Now meet the patron of hole abſene daß: 
Condemn'd in dull neglected cells to mourn, 
And earn the faint reward of fruitleſs praiſe!  ! 


Ah! where, forſook, fhall now awisfortuge find 
The balm chat heals the ranklingwoundit leaves! 
Affliction, hopeleſs, now to earth refignd, . 
Seeks that fad refuge which ir pangs relieves : 


Each cheek, whole bloom the darts of woedeftroy, 
Each breaſt, of death that once ſurxiv d the doom, 


Sees the fond guardian of its faſety die, 
Invakes his aſhes, and expects the tomb. 


88 ZLEGY-. Il. 

Above thoſe ſpendthrifts that with careleſs hand 
The gifts of pain and vanity diſpenſe, = 
Who true to pleaſure will no gold command 
For want, the fruits of temperance and ſenſe; . 


Above that praiſe which other tongues approve, 
Or folly, weak, with laviſh act admires, - + + -. 


Who gave with pure humility of heart 


| The boon, which others light ſrom pride reveal, 


Could the wide ftream's diffuſive wealth impart, 
Extend the bleffing, and its ſource conceal: _ 


Let then ambition, chang'd, his mind, behold, 
Let inſult bluſh with clear ingenuous ſhame, 


Let avarice tremble in the arms of gold, 


Let luxury liſten, and thoſe pow rs diſclaim. + - 


— So 


a 3 Mmoad You oo 
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ZLEGY II. 89 
Or falſe to truth the paths of duty leave? 


Can flattery's incenſe now provoke the muſe? + 


And ſhall her hiſtory not protect the grave? 


Oft adulation ftrives with care to bring. © © 
Her rareſt flow'rs from each harmonious ſhade, - 
By falſehood ftain'd we ſee her ſimple ſpring, - - 
To vice, from intereſt, and the palm decreed ; - 


Oft drops the ſervile pen its venal ſtore, 


Oft folly graſps with warmth te clin r 


| Oſt flattery whiſpers, and the lyre obeys : 


Oh, can this page, whoſe eager lines adorn 
That duſt, which once the realms of taſte array d, 
urn? 


Or hope, unulefal to lure u the dead ? 


- 
GAS oF a 


90 ELEGY I. 


0, Bu 
Or trace the gloxies that relight the day? Th 

Or can this verſe, bis virtuous deeds inſpire, 
AGR heir ſplendor, or exalt the ray ? In 
| | p 
For him, who could big ſecret aid beftow | 
On miſery, helpleſs, and its pangs afſuage, W 

To be the friend of art with ardour glow, 

: And ſhine, che patron of a former age; Li 
So! 


For whom, with ſuch, whoſe tears their loſs bew ail, 


And plaintive mafic loads the murmuring gale, 


Ah! ſhall the ſong not twine its choiceſt reach? 

Nor ſafe, to long applauſe of length'ning years, 

Thoſefull-grown honours, duets fame, bequeath, | 
No time with cold, reſiſted rage impairs? 


ELEGY II. 91 
But let not ſorrow till deſponding feel 
The wound, which here thoſe weeping numbers 
ſhew, 
In HIM, where now thoſe rays of glory dwell, 
Each kindred virtue will its flame renew ; 


When they, thus mourn'd, to honour'd duſt re- 
retire, 

Like me, the tribute of her anxious theme, 

Some Muſe, to him ſhall wake the faithful lyre, 

Their worth illuſtrate, and record their fame. 
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SONNET I. 


TO THE REV, c. M. ON HIS TRAVELS THROUGH 
| | Ast, &c. | 


FROM ben Neun Aces to Yoftice Orvece = 
Upborn, where firft the infant Muſe codld Ing 
Thoſe trembling lines thy erring dangers trace ; 
Ah! ray no breeze of Egypr's deſert face 
Spread eder thy paniting breaſt irs ſultry wing! 
Whether by Jordah's pure and tonour'd ſpring, 
Whoſe waves the pilgrim's holy littibs embrace, 
Or up that hill of heav'nly viſion dear, 

Or Tabor blue thy curious footſteps ſtray, 

Or bigh Olympian mount, or Hethtis tlear'; 
Or watchful Nile thy ſtudious oar delay, 18 
Oh, bring from thoſe diſtinguiſ d regions fair, 
Some fruits to gild thy ſocial hours and me. 


[ 96 ] 


SONNET II. 


£L 
1 


TO T. M. ESQ, IN THE FAST INDIES. 


To thee, my lyre, with lingering ſtrain replies, 
Ah, long thy ſtay ! and long thoſe weary fighs, 
And widow's tears thy tedious abſence moan | - 
To that rich dazzling clime, whoſe ripening fun 
Endows the radiant drop with gliutcring dyes, 
Allur'd. by wiſdom, let thy worth deſpiſe _ 
The diamond's luſtre, if it dims thy own. 
Content with eaſy ſortune's ample ſtore, 

Foe to its wanton uſe, or ſordid loye, 


Array d in no vain pomp's ſuperfluous ore, 

But bleſt with honeſt wealth, its pride above, 

Wirh thee, the Muſe, in ſame fair envy'd bow, 
Beholds thoſe virtues which her Jays approve. 


'r, 


—  <— 
— — 
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SGNNRT III. 


ON A DISTANT VIEW OF ROME=EWRITTEN ON MY 


ROAD 10 THAT CAPITAL IN Tun 54 MATT: 
= OI . E. 2 9 51 14.2 15 SIO A C 


H ASTE, Muſe, and lead me on the ſacred way, 
Though latè; not Jet the torrent: making ſnow | 
In * Tanato's thirſty bed; of ſwelling Po: 
Beneath yon mellower ſkies, whoſe crimſon ſea 
On Rome% triumphant glories towr'd below, 
And ſplendid ſcene, thy labour ſhall repay : 
There, warm, in Maro's buſt, the modeſt ſtono 


And verdant honours grace his pictur d urn. 


yaſt is the verſe tliat tears immortal fame: 


Ah me ! no ſculptur d marble fhall adorn. 
Thy duſt, nor humble, lift thy. rumiour d hame. 


5 Knee 
form'd by the melting of the ſnow upon the mountaina- 


(ww) 
JONNEF IV. 


7 10 IVSFING- + 
Swrrt ky, whoſe curtain deep my view 
pen. the gilded rec, and let me fees Its 
Above, t h wing'd ſerph digouy,. 
For I through this lang painfol vale = 
We Bras frog thx zefulgene brighinols far, 
Dull, ſorroming; fiepy in. gloomy dungeon duell. 
Bleſt, yellow, guxfyipg Bye, upblemiſh'd far 
The Weigl. from you coleſtiat windows high 
Of him eathron'd, within, kover-and bear- 
Ve fy, thy; orunſop charior lays - 


— 
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SONNET v. 


Grains of honour, yet too weak to fie 
Is airy blaſt wich my triumphant lay, 

No more my Muſe, thy miſcreanchyre obey, 
Fame, "yy AA A ae: of 4 

And marks ber ering fight, th toment Fry 
Of verſe, if endl flow'rs the ſong array, 
Is but a giddy meteor's idle blaze : S: 
Diſdainful virtue bids her ſtrains aſpire - 
To thoſe bigh laurels in, yon. righteous ſkies, ._ 
By her perſuaſive page; if warm, thy lyre 
Purſes that arduous talk, and fame denies 
Thoſe wreaths, which here uahglloweg. notes 
Proceed it tils may gain ihe laber rizee 
H 2 


4 44a 
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SONNET VI. 
. 2 Zr 


To THE INSECT CREATION. 


Gar buy, t thoughtleſs breed, unerring race! 
Ah, happier wibe! your guitleſ pride dif play, 
Wich (| portful chaſe i in glittering circles play, 
Nor fear the future ſtorm unknown to trace; 
Seek chingeful pleaſures on the ſunimers breeze, 
With giddy cranſport wing your "cardleſs'v way, 
Enprove 1 the 1 time, embrace your inſtant . 
And live i its urgent haſte alone to . : 
Gay, airy, | harmleſs train, your moment lies, 


Not « care, nor envious ; hope | its bliſs devours, 


You chooſe the flow r your favourite burg o 


"4 
7 * * - 


"plies, 8 


"You flutter li iphtly through your fragrant bours 
You drink the ſweets beneath thoſe orient ſkies 
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SONNET VII*. 


' Ta » 


TO THE RIVER THAMES, 


FLow, Thames, whoſe breaſt vich rwinkling | 


columns plays, 
In Windſor's haughty ſhade thy tide alp! * 


And in its mirror bright beneath ſurve 


Yon lawns, and ſtatelier hill, whoſe brow diſplays 
Majeſtic domes and tow rs; but chief, the race 


Of England's royal youth thy banks ay, 
Within its verdant walks, and landſcape . 
And royal parent ſmiles thy boſom grace: 


from courts 5 and crowds tetir d, and England s 


"are, 


Their anxious eyes, as drops thy filver wave, 


To thoſe connubial fighs ; eontent to live | + + 


In freedoms holy iſle,” its crown to wear, 
Preſerve-uninjur'd, and lamented leave. 
Written in the year 1783. 
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SONNET VIII. 
-— 63 THE 


Wurz you decoding furs the. hour 
Ia eig, where govy with inglorioys aim, 

Thaſe virtueg 5 that rrar' d her tow'ring 

fame, 

Indignant "ER Gong ; its infant ray, 
Through clouds that qpening burſt imperial gay, 
The Mate regents hut aþ | vograteful theme * 
Britannia bluſh, and mourn thy injur'd name, 


From arms, that heay'n's triumꝑhant cauls delay 


The patient Jogian on bis deighhaufing ſhoce, 


Expects hs fare lamp trenſcendeet moms 


N80 eee eee ee 


The cos to reverence and 10 "dy 
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Why, Folly, doſt thou glance thy i image gay 
Oer the calm tranſport of my ſhudivus che 5 
Canſt thou in this ſequeſter'd cell deſery, 
Around this lonely taper's dull decay, 
The charms, thy giddy, thoughtleſs hours ſupply ? 
Fothear, ny biow thy lautels 18d dene, 
And ſcorns the ſmile thy antic ſhapes create ; 
Of thee unenvious, and the gaudy prize 
Within thy coſtly chariot's glittering ſtate, 
Ling, and as my fancy trow'ring fes, 
Mark the proud fypbendor ef my teftier fate: - 
l 


L 1 


* 


TO FRIENDSHIP. 
THE freanrelmes eee 


My lyres its cares reſumes in mürmurs near, 
Ah, where, as its unclouded current clear, 


1 


But ceaſe, my Muſe ang ae dee 


* * 


« Ah chaſe 3 check, her res _ 
(7, Þ . 


I hear, FEI) 


go eee waves her penſive way SEA 
6 Thoſe dreams, if flattery's beueerpes have 


= © #4 + * 


| ene, ol? Soon Jin 2 
% 2323 
5 Thoſe, hopes, if memory. paints . ſeryil 
fe throng, 


T 5 * * , . 
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66 Thoſe hours, thoſe Frans. thoſe oils thoſs 
tec pangs ref 8 * D n 

6 Alone," I ham the el bablers here, 

Secure, Iwaſte no moments inſin cee, 

'f ln aid chade- diy happineſs i mne. 
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Swen air, melodious voice, of melloweſt power, 


Chaſte, widow id warbler on yon ſecret ſpray, 
With thee,” remote, I lift my plaintive lay 
And fing unnotic d in this woodbine bow 'r; 
Like thee, I waſte the morn, and noomide hour, 
And charm with fancy's tale the lingering day, 
Ah, ſing, and let my mimic lyre eflay, 

If not to heal my cares, yet lull the ſhow'r 3 | 


| $4 „ea = 2 2 "I #3 Lien * 
With thee, in ſhades I fell my humbler ſtrain, 


And hear the flattering woods its praiſe proclaim ; 
If chance à Thephetd's ear my pipe detain, 
(Unknown my Muſe, of weak, inglorious name,) 


His rude applauſe its artleſ numbers gain. 


” . - 
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SONNET XII. 
WRITTEN N THE rab dr C. V. D. 280. 


AT STANFORD-RILL IN NOTTINGHAMSHIRE. 
'Y E Nada chafterbat ann this youthful ſcene, 
Whoſe waves, your taſte to — nn. 
eee ele ; Ty, Nie 
Or footh — artheppri 


Er 

As dear your limbs the circling furface zrace ; 

Ang you, ye Woodnympbs provid, in fprighthe(t 
chafdet on loi e 

Purſue furl, nod rip ya round; 

And from rms hl dine be, 


im; its pride why un, ee view, 
That taught yon ſhadowy groves your hilly to 
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our oaks to 1 and your — to "hor 
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SONNET XIII. 


TO six J. C. BARONET. 


To manhood grown, from ſchools and tutors 
ter | 
But young to wealth, to title, and to pow'r, | 
Embrace with cautiouswarmth the flatteringhour, 
Be led by Virtue; and be fung by me; 
Of Pleaſure ſmooth decline the dangerous ſea, 
Nor let her ſyren gales thy bark allure; 
In that fair courſe that marx d thy morn, endure, 
Improv'd 1 and brighter at its Evening ray. 
To taſte andScience mix'd, whoſe charms inage 
Support, embelliſh, and the ſhade illume, 
Drawn from thoſe antient ſtores the letter d ſage 
Admires in Athens, or reveres in Rome, 
Crown the rich banquet with the sacxED page, 
And let their laſting wreaths endear thy tomb. 
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Triumph of Honour. 
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THE 


TRIUMPH os. HONOUR. *.. 


FROM Gou'rs, from fidion, to that graver ar 
That leads through ſolid leflons to the haas, 
That juſtly draws from truth her ſtrunger line, - 
And afks no favour-fom the courted Nine 3 
From mighty heroes of ideal fame, 
Whom nature never-bonour'd: with a name, 
Whofe virtues ſhino with viſionary ray, 
Entomb'd in Homer's, or in Rlaco v lay: 
Or in thoſe ſcenes the tragic hour prolong, 
Where Valour ſwells, and patrioms fire the-fong ; 


* This poem was written immediately after the event; and 
from the univerſal apprgbatian of Mr. K conduct 
at his trial, from which alone thoſe obſervations were col- 
lech. the n hopes, tn efeape che impuragion of einher 
ani 


= ie — — 
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| Shame toi the ſacred gift | Did beav'n beſtow | 


G60, go, cho. perjur'd flave,: ris mine to fn, x 


112 THE TRIUMPH 
From gyſſves, where pld in rhyme, each genius 
ſteals = 7 


A breeze, or high pai puns fir, 
# 011) 


Sweet ſentiments, and ſimilies of og 
Vilhereacieas from. —— 
F e e l ld! Agena: bes! 17 
cee pense in Eee sh n! 
From themes like thoſe, alone where fancy reigus, 
And ſenſe derides the ee | 
The Maſe teutes; Ah l loſt tao haneſt verſe, 


The bard, whoſe lines no real worth rehearſe ! 
| Can then che guilty dyre/its taſk declibe, 


Its notes nom ſoften, and to love reſign? 1 0 


Thar gift, nor will it recolle& the vow ? 


| Ob. ſhame on flattery's diſtemper dt train! L 


Dot thou to tukury raiſe thy venal rain > 


> Ddr "77: 13 


Free, and unbought, with ed » wing, 
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On 
Sna 


aer $4.4 


OF HONOUR, 113 
n 
One bright example of illuſtrious — 4 
Snatch injur'd honour from calumnious rage, 5 
To live, and bloom i in this rriumphant pagh. | f 


Once, (yet her empire doth the Muſe avow, 

For France was ſubject then, and ſubject now,) 

The ſea, Britannia held wich firm domain 

And Gallic pride ſubmitted to the chain, 

And long may it ſubmit ! impartial Fame, 

Thy annals this recorded truth proclaim, 

(Proud of thoſe wreaths their dauntleſs arms 
have ſought,) 

How Honker have thunder'd, and how Kep pels 
fought ; 


For ſuch, what ſplendor on each page en- 
i grav'd!* | 
| What f fleets were cn d, and what . were 
brav d! 


— 
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How many, cala, & thy ſons, relate, 


Tod the dark paths, and azure depth of fre? h 


Alike repals'd, within the dreary wave, 

No ſpeed of Night” O impetuous ningscoold fave, 
What crowds, had England been to glory true, 
Were doom'd to periſh, and their fires purſue! 


Dos, imperious Fre rance, with fraud due, 


Dares Britain 8 er and provokes her fate ; 


Again her trumpe ſounds, C Revenge, to 


Ws, Do" 


arms,“ 
And the ſhell bun all Gallia o ear alarms; ; 
High on a. rock of lemon ſhe ſtood, | 


«4 :.'v 
G4 44 


flood, 


a A and woe — each, ber heroes, 


me gave to wound z e here take, and hurl the 


ow) r,” 


And pour'd thefe accents o'er the trembling 


To Keppell this, © vindictive ſweep the tide, 

« And let my enſign o'er the waves preſide,” 

She ceas'd; again th' important charge he lov'd, 

Which once he 'honour'd,. and now George 
approv'd, 

To Keppell fell; old Ocean ſmil'd again, 

And deep applauſe reſounded through the main; 

To George he bow'd, and ſaid, © ſecure I ſtand, 

« No miniſter ſhall ſteer where I command ; 

« Secure from malice thus, let candour raiſe 

« Its juſt reſentment, or my actions praiſe ; 

« Me, for my country's care, my king commends ; 


For thee, my zeal, what miniſter offends ?” 


Miſtaken zeal ! the fatal period came, 

When England ſtrove but for his murther'd 
fame; 1 

Miſtaken care! the fatal period ſhew'd, 


His fame unenvy'd, he had France ſubdu'd, 


I '2 
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The fails, unfufl d, each chearful crew, prepar's | 


Their vaſt tremendous horrors ; morning. heard 
The Ggppl graze, alf. thpok, ihe, a fd weep. 

Wakes the rude ſurface of the ſſumbering deep; 
Qld Neptunechas'd, the bellowin g monſters play, 
And Ocean follow d for his wonted prey; 

All ocean heav'd ; but could the Muſe engage 


To paint each hero on its boiſterous ſtage, 

All ocean would be ſtill ; enrag'd they flew, 
And Gallia's enſigns ſhudder'd at the view; 

She cone, ſhe fled, unwilling helms advance, 
And Britiſh cannons rend the rocks of F rance : 
Oh, could the pow'r of language but convey 
Some loud reſemblance of that anxious day ! 
Then ſhould each verſe the ceaſeleſs tempeſt 


pour, 
And each hoarſe accent emulate its roar: 


B 
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But Oh, deſected ſong! What We ehfics" 

Reluctant fink the numbers of the Muſe ; 

When Victory was ſitting at the prow, 

And twining wreaths to crown her conqueror's 
brow, 

Impatient near the warrior ſtood, and cry'd, 

« Bring fire, bring force, to mine, your pow'r 
ce ally'd, 

* Perdition on the foe !” inflam'd; his eyes 

Shot death; O ſeize, the moment ſeize,” he 


cries; 


The hoiſted banners call'd, the trumpet ſpoke, 


« Arm, arm, my ſons, renew the dreadful ſtroke, 
« Down with the flags of France, to arms I call;” 
Repeated echoes call d to arms, but all 
Repeated echoes fell; ſome Dæmon there, 


Perverfe, (what Brito could his zeatforbear?) 6 
Withheld the vengeful blow ; and high in air, 
Where Fame had pois'dthe honours which ſhe bore 


| \ 
To give her favourite ſon, infidious tore 


18 
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The laurel from his head, and baſe to tear a 


Would plant an image of detraction there, 


To caves of Stygian darkneſs, where, around 


Envenom' d weapons hang, and on the ground 


Malice, her ſons, pale raucour, treachery, 
Plotting foul ſchemes in wild confufion lie, 
Envy, of pride begot, apoſtate, thrown 


From-heav'n, with Diſobedience, then ber ſon, 


Retires ; a miſcreant now, each wound ſhe tries, 


And ruminating, on her wrongs relies, 


Full on this theatre of life difplay'd, 
What different paſſions rule like light and ſhade ! 
What various colours from the firſt began 


To form this bright, this mournful picture — man 


% ( ² —m— 0 ˙ mm. 7 Oe. oe we A. as. 
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How ET, like the whirwind's 1 ſtorm, 
Ruſh into wildneſs, and the ſcene n 

How many, rudely, violent of eaſe, 

Ruſh i into ſloth, and ſcarcely aft—a breeze 
How many, on their gentle boſoms born, 
correct each tempeſt, l ſcene adorn 1 
Hiſtoric pencils | to this taſk aſſign d, 

Have drawn each feature, and each form 8 
As through their long progreſſive labours led, | 
Some Caffius envy'd, and ſome Cæſar bled, 
Some Brutus too, Ah, violated laws ! | 
Grows pale with murther, and his poniard draws : 
And as thoſe paſſions with divided ſtream 

To diſtant climes bend # 1 ſource che Gone: 
Roll'd on by time, o'er varying channels run, 
And take a tincture from another ſun, 

Again in hiſtory the tide 0 view, 

Or ſoftly glide, or in fierce torrents flow. 

' What various figures on her canvaſs ſhine ! 


Start into vice, or ſome fair page refine! 
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In ſome fair Page, what generous virtues lie . 
And Niſus cry d aloud, tis I, tis I.” 
Error i 15 frailty ; do we nature blame? 

Bur enring nobly, is $0 err with ſhame ; <-> 
True Virtue will acknowledge an offence, 
But Vice more meanly pleads i in its defence; ; 
Some character no rivalſhip can bear, 
Whulſt Emulation nobly yields to ſhare; 
Others, and thoſe we languiſh. to excuſe, 
The Mu may piry, but he muſt accuſe ; z 
Others chere are, and ler them bluſh to own, 
If honour ere their kindling veins have known, 
Whole folly led them to the raſh deſign, 

To ſteal that Gold, and with its luſtre ſhine, 


Through the cloſe crevice of each ſecret cell, 
Where daggers lie, and dite aſſaſſins Swell, 


% 


_— wy; MT, rd an » Y.. .. An 


* 
— 


A 
Lay 


or HONOUR, | 121 
Where horrors {well apace with ruffian ſtriſe, 
And the big miſchief blackens into life, 
Juſtice, with brow ſevere, that peeps from high, 
And looks through Nature with diſcerning eye, 
That finely weighs with nice ethereal pow'r, 
At once, what Mansfield might within an hour, 


A 


Detects frail man, whoſe partial judgments fail, 


And drops a tear into the erring ſcale, 
Indignant ſaw, ſaw Valour, Truth, array'd 
With innocence, a palm upon her had, | 
Her ardent toil, aur Jealouſy prepare 

Her baneful darts, and thus pronounc'd her care, 


„ Britain,” ſhe eld aloud, « thy woes mole 


My tortur'd mind, and tear my anxious breaſt; 
10 What phrenzy governs thy inglorious race} 
Shall ignominy then preſume to ſeize 

* Thy enſign? ſhall reproachful meaſures provg 
fe The _ 0 fame, adi ſtandard of thy love? 
* And ſhall corruption, with protected pride, | 
* Rule in thy councils, o'er thy arms preſide 0 
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« Lift the mean minion to diſtinguiſh'd: place? 
% And bid him Virtue's modeſt worth diſgrace? 
Neglect thy dear, defenceleſs ſhores to ſave ? 
48 Diſown u bero, or exalt a knave ? 

5 on vice and yenal crowds thy gold beſtow? 


© And be to virtuous deeds, renounc'd, 2 foe? 


10 Haſt thou no patriots to oppoſe the ſtream ? 


* No guardian? none to aid? awake, the theme 

« Is thine, and glory's cauſe ; diſdain the yoke 

« Prepar'd from luxury's pow'r—O fave!”— 
ſhe ſpoke, 25 | 

And Montague aroſe—** Awake,” b. he ſaid, 

« We fal, when England i is by luſt betray'd,” 85 

Straight came a ſet of ſenators, from old 

Of ocean born, their anger to unfold, 

3 the faſhionable foot of ſong, 

ome hoarſe, deep clarion, with rebellowing 


tongue 


Thunder to France, for they have beard the roar, 


And now ſhall dread what they have fear'd before. 


de 
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Such ſenators in courts were never made, 
And ſuch, nor Rome nor Athens ever bred; 
Rough as the waves when paſſions fierce aſſall, 
But mild and gentle as each gentler gale; 
In peace unruffled, when no dangers move, 
Yet bold and venturous in the ſtorm they love: 
Free as the winds, and ſcorning the diſguiſe 
Of ſoft refinement, and a face of lies, 8 
Stern, brave, no puny: earth-born offspring 
The ſea their ſoil, their pedigree the ſea. 


Exult, Britannia; uncorrupt that pow'r 
Can only fave, and thy inſulted ſhore 
Keep from perfidious enemies; revere 
Thoſe hoary champions, and thy joy declare 7 


For this firm bulwark, by their juſt decree 


Preſerv'd from malice, and preſerv'd for thee, 
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a 
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K. | bu 
Envy, that gow (within her ſecret ſhade, $ 
Where ſcandal mix'd, and fraud her poiſon laid, ) E 
| Had forg'd new tools of vulnerary po r, J 
To dart at truth, a baſe malignant ſhow'r, 
Came forth, a roll of paper in her hand 0 
A dark, opprobrious aim; her conſcience caſt 10 
No colour on her cheek; thoſe crimes were paſt; F: 
She dar'd to wound, her challenge boldly drew, 7 
And dauntleſs op'd it to the public view. Fe 
| 90 


1333 | : 
The hero heard, tears fell; . Ungrateful ile 
Fc What rage. poſſeſſes thy deluded ſoil ? 
9 1 — | the dire rebuke! Un 
3 Indignant anger kindled as he ſpoke ;- | 


W, 


Ungenerous ifle.! but yet let candour own 
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« Is this my recompenee ꝰ my valour om. 
« And hath my duty oer prove da fromm, 
« Or from my king or kom ty county brei, 5 
« A' murmur, faint of praif&?* ny zeal*arreſt; 
«. Yewaves! Oh! tear that ſpectre ftlom my fight; 
« Whoſe malice kills me; bring me, Heav'n, to 

_— ca-pdlinhr elec Hine 
Would pluck my veteran honours from my 
« Grown old with glory, and by fame decreed! 
© And have I not excus'd? the miſcreant ſpar dꝰ 
« My lenity! and this my bright reward! 
« Britain: protect! but if by foes ordain dy 
« My life is raviſh'd, or my honour ſtain d, 
« This freſh memorial grave upon my flirine,- 
« Remember Marlborougbis fate; remember mine.” 


Some rays of | gratitude have warmly ſhone, 
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To deck the hero's hearſe, the patriot's bier; 
From thee, eien Blenheim's mighty tow'rs aſpire, 
From thee, on ſculptur'd monuments they live, 
And Chatham's virtues ſhall thy meed receive, 
Whilſt from ſome honour d breaſt the gathering 
Crowd round his tomb, and o'er his. aſhes riſe; 

Some haughty marble ſha'l thy trophies bear, 

And grateful memory point—a Keppell there. 


The ſenate now-conven'd, with martial ſtate Ar 
And juſtice having fill'd her awful ſeat, — MW "fe 
Proceeded to the charge; a ſeaborn grace Fe 
Sat on each manly cheek ; the hero's face Im 
With conſcious virtue ſhone ; concern'd, ſerene, Ro 
Expreſſive of his ſoul ; but Envy, keen, On 


Glanc'd more malicious darts; the ſolemn ſcene 
Contending patriots flew to ſee; in haſte. Th 
Impetuous chariots roll; each eye confeſt Ha 
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Anxiety of hope, ſuſpenſe ſtood near, 
And Britain lean'd attentive on her ſpear. | 
But can my lyre, its warrior proud to raiſe, * 
Reach the loud train of his exalted praiſe? , 
Or can my Muſe, from cataracts clear, prolong. 
Of truth unvary'd, her unvary'd ſong ? 
As when the moon in midnight orb unval'd, . 
Her tow'rs enlighten d, and her hills reveal d, 
Whoſe fires the wide Atlantic waves diſ play, 
Pours the full ſtream of her meridian ray, 
The orient flood its caves of amber leaves, 


And all an Ocean's weight upliſted heaves; 


If chance, with winds combind, the watery ſcene 


Feels the bright influence of her urgent reign, 
Impatient billows wich tumultuous roar 

Roll o'er the deep, and ruſh unto the ſhore, 
One clamorous peal with furious rage reſounds, 


And one vaſt thunder o'er the rocks rebounds; 


Thus echo'd fame, and thus in accents clear 


Hail'd her bright hero with triumphant air— 


1 THE TRYUMPH, &c. 
« For thee,” ſhe fad, 4 theſe W green T 
cc weave, 
« Be Biltairs guafdiah, and this crowh receive, 
« For her wncoriquer'd flag m my toils admire, 
Her glory envy, and her youth inſpire, 
« Steer her proud pendant Oer the ſubjedt 12, 
&« And let m my mournful konours wait for thee. 
(C 12 chus, inſtructed, riſe, 
a « Ot Wale — ſons thy fate relies, : 
„ Withone firm firelerFrance thy concord know, 
« And ſcorn at home to be a doubtful foe.” 
What joy within each patriot's boſom roſe ! 
What tears of triumph at the ſacred cloſe! 
From Britain's $ breaſt what loftier peals ariſe ! 
And the loud 1 union ſhakes the vaulted ſkies.” 
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Content with eaſy numbers now, that 1iſe 

Unſought, nor ſtudious ſtrive to reach the ſkies, 

That pour no labour'd cataracts of ſong, 

But gently murmur as they glide along, 

That ſuit with languid pace the loitering time, 

Nor idly toil for either ſenſe or rhyme ; 

When now no clouds diſturb the vivid blue, 

And Fahrenheit aſcends at eighty two, 

The dog-ſtar burns, and bards to ſhades repair, 

Whilſt murmuring beetles join their lazy air, 

My Muſe, regardleſs of each formal rule, 

Nor gravely wiſe, nor indolently dull, 

Sims o'er each light poetic field, and ſtrays 

Through various paths to catch unheeded bays: 
* 3 
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Though bards, like eager bees, their ſweets 
devour, x ls | 
And ſnatch a treaſure from à weed or flow'r, 
Yet man, ungrateful, will their labours waſte, . 
And wound che wing that gave the world a feaſt; \ 
One common fate attends their uſcleſs 2 p \ 
No ſhow'r will ſoften, and no ſtorm will ſpares 
Yet, true to inſtinct, both reſume their flight, , 
The bee maſt flutter, and the bard muſt write. 
Within i linſe, homely, dull retreat, * 
Where you and Iin friendly d e meet, N 
Wing with light ſtep ſome ſohtary days, 
And tak of ſenators, or talk of plays, F " 
Spectators « of this buſy ſtage below, | | " 
We fee the aftors, and obſerve the ſhow; ; * 
What faihion rules, what manners reign, along 7 


«a 


Where leads the er God his loitering throng, 
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To 6p the ſummer's ſweet ambrofial 7. EA 
By ſeas that whiſper, or by ſpring that ſivartrs 
With change RIES. crouds, the day 
That melt in ſunfhine, or that drown in play; 
What monſters on new Zealand's coalt abound; 
What Cooke has ſought, and Hamilton has 
In gems, and ores, and urns, with rapture trac'd, 
Of Grecian beauty, or Hetrurian taſte; 
How Herſchel hit, with teleſcopic aim, 
Aworld unknown, (whoſe equal rules proclaim, 


In ſcience once awak'd how Newton ſhone, ) 


Who ſhews th' Almighty's wonders and his 


own, o 


In other orbs how other mountains riſe, 
And how an Etna fires the lunar ſkies ; 
What Darwin ſings in vegetative rhymes, *# 


How Ovid du rſt, fo wrong d! degrade the times, 


Whochang'd mankind to;/brabs and plants, again 


In magic numbers now transform'd to men. 
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How Boydelle “ glory burſts on Shakeſpear's 
Page, | 

Or Macklin's + rival toils enrich the age, 

Whoſe hands the loving arts together lead, 

And Pleaſure ftrews with flow'rs the ſacred bed, 

That meet and mingle in the kind embrace, 

Reflect, and lend MAGNIFICENCEZ a grace: 

As clouds with clouds embark'd, in water fail, 

In wedlock chafte where we with wonder view 

Rocks cleave to rocks and. oaks to oaks that 


grow z 


| . 
Þ * The expendive and vigorous exertions of thoſe two ce- 
Lbrated patrons of art, deſerve the applauſe and encourage- 
ment of the public. 


a luſtre on the conduct of taſte and jugement. 


+ The effefts of the magic lanthorn. 
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Thus both ally'd, the ſoſt transfuſion ſcize, 

And one cloſe picture clear conſpires to pleaſe. 

What debts of ſtate we owe, or. dehts of 
Pr. | 

When George revives, and heav'n conſents to 
hear. | 

Like thoſe fair forms in that inchanted ring, 

Where ſmiles a beggar, and where mourns a 

EEE e 

Where oft we ſee in quick ſucceſſion, roll'd, 

The miſer nak'd, the prodigal in gold, 

In colours richly ſad, or vainly gay, 

Each bright proceſſion melts, and ſteals 

away. 


A 


Pageants in life, and truants in a ſcene, 


Where all that once was play'd, is play'd 


again, 
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Sprung from one ſource, we all maintain the root, 

The dupe, the knave, the coxcomb, and the 

By nature led, from her unerring ſchool, 

Whom reaſon oft in vain attempts to rule, 

To paſſions here, on this unchangeful ball; 

The ſad, the kind original of all; | 

Of love, of hate, of luxury and of po, 
From dazzling ſceptres, or the golden ſhow'r, 

A rage for pleafure; and a rage for caſe, 

Each mould ſhe deeply ftamp'd in former days- 

In ſtate how oft the town your ear offends 

With loans, with taxes, miniſters and friends; 

Wich bills, the wiſdom of the realm uffords, 

With vows of patriots, and with votes of Lords; 

With five hours ſpeeches, which at morning 
+ ud ins Sik. b gi 

The houſe from ſlumber, and the ſubjeRt trac'd 

Without a fault, no antient tongue could reach, 

And faultleſs orators without a ſpeech ; 


ch, 
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By partial judgement, juſt as fancies hit, 
As fools have warmth; and learned ſquires have 

wit, | 

In one compar'd, a Cataline we find, 
In this, a Cato pure aſcends to fame, 
And Rome's vaſt glories ow'd their pride to him; 
No middle way thoſe mighty champions ſteer, 
But ſlay like madmen, and like madmen ſpare : 


Too oft in politics, too oft in plays, | 
Both ſpleen perverts the mind, and intereſt ſways ; 
That vice, whoſe depths all other crimes contain, 


For which wecurſe the clouds, and blame the rain; 


If ſpleen pervades the ſoul, what honeſt phraſe 
We ſeck to wound, the man who toils for praiſe! 
His talents own'd, © what pity tis, we cry, 
“He ſav'd his country, but he throws the dye;” 


If vice another bold with art expoſe, 


© His ſpeech was noble, bur obſerve his noſe;” 
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Though little ſpecks all human ſenſe deform, | 
Which nom an Eagle ſoars, now crwals a worm; 
If Marlborough's frailties mean, by age betray'd, 
Obſcur'd that luſtre which bis morn diſplay'd; 
If heav'ns proud virtues did to Savile fall, 

And North with ſpirit might have grac'd them all, 
Learn hence this leſſon, ye who covet praiſe, | 


From intereſt free, by men of wealth approv d, 
By wit, by yalour, and by ſenſe belov'd, 

Who, led by pure benevolence alone, 

The pride, the glory of their climes have ſhone? 
What then gave Howard wings? can virtue tell? 
What ſmooch' d the current? and what trimm'd 
When croſs d by winds he ſought a foreign ſhore, 
Diſtreſs to ſuccour, and the depths explore 


> 
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Of priſon's dire, diſeas d, in dangers brave, 
And bad Britannia bluſh at wounds ſhe — 
Who ſtrove through: her's ſome COUT 
to ſhow'r,. - 
The friend of care, W 
In honourtꝭ train to win and merit fame, 
By all thoſe virtuous deeds that gain a name, 
And deck a Ratmdon's brows, that form'd the 
ſhield, 
That arm'd the conqueror, and that grac'd the 
field, | 
Oppos'd by faction, and ſuppreſs'd by laws, 
That ſwell the human ſtorm with heavier woes, 
What made his breaſt forthoſcindungeon'sbleed ? 
For debt who languiſh, and for mercy plead? 
What made, Oh Afric! when to chai us reſign'd, 
Thy ſons were tortur'd, and thy ſlaves confin'd, 
The realms of freedom in its cauſe to join, 
But what, 0 dear Benevolence, was thine. 


wa | en 


ee 
In intereſts los corrupted lift enroll'd, 
Too oft the ſervile ſtateſman talks for gold, 
Too of te hero fees es gloria pre, 
Too oft the poet ſings fictitious lays * 
In chariots which no envious looks create 
Too oft unguarded beauty rolls in ſtate. 


> |; 


In what forbidden paths of error hurl d, 
Runs this gay, ſhort, miſguided ſtage, the world! 
Slaves to that idol gold, with fond embrace, 

Which idiots worthip, and which /ainrs careſs, 
What crouds by land, what crouds by ſea, devour 

The prize? what ſhipwreck'd numbers miſs the 

ore! | | 

"+ Oer diſtant waves what ſails imperuous fly 


On wings — crouds would cleave the 


{ky; 
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How many votaries court the tender gales! 
How many! now, my trembling pen reveals, 
Lur'd by a vice, to thoſe the firſt deny'd, 
Whom Faith appoints her guardian and herguide, 
Whoa ſtill, Ab fill! unequal gains alu, 
And Intereft whiſpers ſtill her noxious pow'r,. 
That influence here, which yulgar minds ſhould 
more, ATE Rl 
To wealth, to grandeur in the realms above, 
Believ'd, when clear by chaſte example ſhewn, 
But doom'd to darkneſs when thoſe paths they ſhun, 
Be thus, with. moral aim, thoſe frailties told, 
Who only leſſen when they lean to gold! 
Ah this! when this the cauſe of truth betrays, 


Religion fickens, and its root decays 


Fix'd to no certain, plain, unerring rules, 


Ott falſe to merit, but indulg'd to fools, 


- rr rs 
The lot of all, without diſtinction thrown, I 
But moſt on Pride, on Avatice and the clown, a 
| Stiff fortune vain, as faſhion ebbs and flows, d 
9 Now ſteals from others, and now adds to thoſe; N 

In different channels, like the ſea that heaves | n 
Oer one its current, and another leaves, N 
Now waſts by Nile the merchant's, anxious ſtores, 
And now no veſſel brings from Aſia's ſhores, 

Now takes from France that pow'r her arms A 

L We | > 3 T 
And joins with Holland's England's fleets again; 
Where drapers thrive, the laceman dams the i 
0 

And Stafford's china ſerves for foreign plate, 7 
Now giveg to Regio's pen both rules and wit, Th 
And now commands the pulpit and the pit : Th 
Faſhions extremes that take in error end, | Lil 
Thoughnone diſpute, but alltheirtaſtecommend; : To 
By all, to luxury prone, « this truth's confeſs d, Or 


Senſe moſt delights when reaſon checks the feaſt: 
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Indulgent Virtue, be with candour told, 
As we the mirror cloſe to nature hold, 

Not all thy rigid precepts here purſue, 

Not all are angels that tranſact a vow, 

Not all, her art, like Cantelo, can grace, 

Nor all her prudent paths connect with praiſe. 


12 


Stretch d o'er this iſle, ſo charm d! for ſong that 
dies, | 

Too fine to be diſcern'd by human eyes, 

To diſtant ſhires the chords of muſic lead, 

Like webs, by ſpiders wove, that ſtring che 

| mead; | 8 
Through air the undulating motion ſteals, 
Through air it vibrates, and each boſom feels 
The ſudden ſtarts which all its veins inſpire, © 

Like magic influence of electric wire; 

| Touch'd by ſome finger of a courtiet's art, 

Or female hands that nicer ſenſe impart, 


L 


146 
This vaſt harmonious lyre the train declares, 
Forbid to ſwell in ſacrilegious cars; 

The buſy winds extend the chearful notes, 
Oer wales the Freet ecberesl murmur floats, 
The notes no ſoſt Italian ear could wound, 
And dying accents gave a golden found ; 

Wo little threads their little tongues empley, 
And little, airy ſongſters leap'd for joy ; 

True to the call each /itzle warbler moves 
From tuneful grottoes, and from murmuring 
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groves, 

Sighs to the wind that waves the whiſpering 

. 

And hears a concert breathe in every breeze; 

Drawn in ſome chariot ſoft from town to town, 

Ab, rude the road ſuch. righteous airs could 
drown! | 

At each Kind inn, where all with tranſport 
run, 


And unkling bells impart a filver tone, 


It 
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Whilſt little cups refreſh, and litile air, 
And Jittle walks their weary limbs repair, 
As {till his lips the ſacred ſtrains repeat, 
The /oft Adagio ſteals through every ſtreet ; 
In little groups that round the window throng,” 
The little youthful warblers catch the ſong ; 
From ſtage to ſtage as thus his eyes devour... | 
The ſacred leſſon, and the ſacred ore, 
Too long attentive to the length'ning note, 
Now ſwell'd his muſcles, and now ftrain'd his 

throat, 
At night, in ſleep, when all the wood retires, 
The fwan-like warbler in his neſt expires. 


High, in thoſe walls, with ſolemn pomp 


array'd, 


The crouded manſions of the mightier dead, 


Each tuneful cherub rais'd, immortal ſings, 


Nor thoſe leſs tune ſul ſtrike immortal ſtrings 
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From Handels page, with loſtieſt muſic fraught, 
| Which from the bold celeſtial choir he caught, 
Whoſe artful ſtrains in breathing language raife 
The tear of love, and luxury of praiſe : 

With equal taſte where each his fancy ſhews, 
And We admires the well, and one the pauſe, 
And one c ſoftneſs of a ſhake and air, 

And one the fabric grac'd, and one the fair, 
Applauding nunibers croud the ſplendid aiſle, 
Applauded — ſhakes the ſacred pile, 
That wakes een Newton from the duſt to bea 
The rival flow of his harmonious ſphere 8 
No giddy notes the great a defiroy. 

No jarring ſounds the liſt'ning ears annoy, 

No truants there excentric tracks diſplay, 
No meteros flaſh, but all with pride obey | 
Of one e deep, clear, illumin 'd ſource, the call, 
At once the light, and heat, and guide of all; 
Ecſtatic dreams their ſacred harps inſpire, 

For ſeraphs ſung, and angels tipp'd the lyre. | 


Far 
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Swell with the — his mighty deeds have won, 

The loud afſent of millions and his own, 

Defign'd his aſhes for ſome happier urn, 

His buſt to honour, and thoſe e 

Some tuneful ſpark ſurveys his deftin'd home, 

And turns with ſcornful ſmile from Hargrave's 
tomb, | OY 

Orleans like Edward, fird with equal flame,” © 

And mimics all his future length of fame, 

Himſelf a hero, doom'd to fleep in ſtate, 

With bards, the ſage, the ſcepter'd, and the | 


great. 


F. avourites of thrones, admir d, ador d below, 
To * al reliſh 3 on earth we owe, 
By whom, to heav'n, in ſpite of prieſt or prayer, 
We ſoar, difſoly'd in raptures at an air, 

* 


| 
| 


FO ri Tl. 
Whoſe ſprightly tunes celeſtial ears aſſail 


Who load with fugues and ſhakes the trembling, 


gale, 
By your ſoft, ballow'd, grave, ſeraphic throng, 
Each midnight rous'd to piety and ſong, 
What fair, renounc'd, herheay'nlythirſt can ſway, 
What love can baniſh, or what routs allay ? | 
Caen of-kings, and ſovereigns in an art, 
Whoſe magic pov ſubdues both cor and bear! 


YeNymphs, in whom ſuch bright diſtinction lies, 


The grace of ſong, and eloquence of eyes; 
Thus arm'd, what boſom can its fury tame? 

What far reſiſt the languor of a flame ? 

What knee not ſuppliant to your ſhrine muſt bow ? 

What prayers, what worſhip not from ati 

flow ? 
Thrown from an eager kingdoms grateful flore, 
To fame decreed; its tributary ſhow r, | 


On you, in whom, no (oft etichantment doys, | 


And all the finer chords of concord riſe, 


Q | 
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Where Cupids deck, and laurels grace 9 
And ſaints in ſtucco touch the trembling . 
Ah! dreſs the temple, and erect the grove, 

To fong, to feaſt, to tranſport, and to love. 


The ſtage, alike in life ſuſtain'd its part, 
Diſeaſe in morals, and diſeaſe in art, 
As much creates, impell'd with equal force 
To that ſame ſtrong attractive point, the ſource 
Of ſong, and farce, that fill the abje& ſcene, 
And all the ſhort-liv'd inſects of the brain, 
Indulg'd a little, gay, luxuriant hour 
Of ſport, of frolic, that are heard no more.” 
Ah youth ! while ſtill thy vivid ſeaſon reigns, 
And taſte and fancy fire thy kindling veins, 
While ſtill no faſhion guides thy vagrant pen, 
And art and nature {till thy lines retain ; 
No treacherous paths thy guiltleſs Muſe betray, 
Nor bribes nor intereſt yet obſcure thy ray, 
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Ah youth! though till this thoughtleſs age 


diſowns 


Thy lyre, nor fame exalts, nor fortune crowns, 
But ftill on frigid ſong its favours pours, 

And opes to lifeleſs art the ſacred doors, 
Still, fill, of venal verſe the wreaths diſclaim, 
Nor court from ſervile rhymes an injur'd name, 


Thus born of folly, and thus nurs'd by eaſe, 
Capricious faſhion governs all it ſees, 

As fickle as the falſe Cameleon's hue ; 

So chang'd, we ſee all colours but the true ; 
Juſt to no ſingle mode i in dreſs or prayers, 


One humour guides, and one for intereſt wean, 

(T hat grand machine, whoſe wheels this earth 
controul, . 

But ſhould above direkt and bend the ſoul ; 

Whatever character we hide from view.) 

The garb of truth, and ſanctity of ſhew /: 


F 
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Folly o'er reaſon will prevail, as far 

Ies ſparks from light, as meteors from a ftar ; 
The laſt with virtue join'd, its faithful friend, 
All frail, for vice forſake, but all commend ; 
One burſts a little gaudy trifling blaze, 

And one for ever ſhines with conſtant rays. 


Thoſe purer times, by fome perceiv'd with pain, 
For which no luxury here would change the 
ſcene, 
Though we, nor blameleſs, nor inclin'd to 
blame, | e 
"Can neither hope to quench, or curb the ſtream, 
On which no gambler here his views will place, 


Nor e' en ſome critics dare depend for praiſe, 
Who ſeek in this a ſhort ſeductive fame, 

But muſt in other realms renounce the claim ; 
Obſerve—and mark the flood; that riſing ſhow'r 
Of jays we, grateful, yet in thought devour. 


1 bn 
This earth, as rivers roll to reſt, that ſtray 
O' er rocks, through ſhades, through ſunſhine to 
Meets, ere by n reach its deſtin'd eaſe, 
Progreffive ſufety, and progreſſive peace; 
Advancing ſlill by ſecret ſtrides to know 
No pangs from pride, no inſult from a foe, 
No penurys keen aflictive darts to en 


No injur d friendſhip, and no alter d love. 
In chat fil} reign which muſt from concord 

flow, i | Ei 
When all the jarring world is huſh'd below, No 
When former manners ſhall their ſway regain, A] 
And ſoniles nate, and peace regild the plain; Ob 
When ſimpler pleaſures ſhall the vain ſucceed, WI 
Nor bien ub abs globe, nor initelt ld; an 
Such as we, partial to ourſelves, revere, * 


But ſuch as yet few modern belles can bear, 
Like thoſe which pure by Devonſhire are ſought, 
Or fuch-as Phillips ſung, or Sydney taught, 


Mon 
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Or Savile owns, in youthful charms, her taſte, 
The juſt, lov d partner of a virtuous breaſt, 
Too wiſe to range where folly's train reſorts, 
Too good for card-rooms, and too chaſle forcourts, 
Poſſeſs d of better guides their ſteps approve, 
That true plac'd intereſt, and that ſafe ſelf-love. 
That ſeeks from wealth in charity that flows, 
Another's welfare, and its own repoſe - 
When other ſeaſons free from ſtorms hall riſe, 
Securer tranſports, and ſerener ſkies. 
Join'd in one ſocial tie, from vice remov'd, 
F'en gold relinquiſh'd, nor by avarice lov'd, 
Nor leagu'd in murther when ally d in war, 
A Frederick's paſſion, and a Charles's care, 


Obſerye the dawn of that extended year, 


When ſlaughter ſoon ſhall drop the thirſty ſpear, 

Another enſign wave its gentler pow'r, 

Which all muſt reverence, and e'en kings adore. 

Long thron'd, where ſloth defends, and pride 
maintains, 


Monaſtic lewdneſs, and deſpotic chains. 


* 
A kingdom now to light thoſe miſchiefs draws, 
And Europe kindles at oppreſſive laws; 

Warm, from each ſource her pen when freedom 


owns, 
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| When guilt fi urrenders, nor a monarch binn 

| What pictures may the preſent age behold! 
What crimes, what anguiſh may her tales unfold! 
What tortures ſhew by ruffian hands delay d! 8 
What B to virtue in the ſecret ſhade ! 
What walls, whoſe gates to iron dungeons led ! 
The Pope's dire mandate, and the Tyrant's creed 


From life, thus various, as the ſubject rofe, 

Of profit, honour, taſte, from wits and beaus, 
The toys of wealth, or foibles of a ſtate, 

With other modes o our mirth or frowns create, 
Which off, from paſſion free, with ſerious brow 
We blame, whilſt reaſon owns the likeneſs 


true, 


ſs 
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Fair to your ſight, with no falſe tints array d, 
But ſuch as Nature to my eyes diſplay'd, 

With careleſs robes I cloathe the mimic lays, - 
And leave your fancy to improve the dreſs. 

Ah ! could my Muſe, to other rhymes inclin'd, 
Than ſuch as only ſerve to pleaſe the mind ; 

By years now taught to {well the ſober page 


With moral numbers, and be grave in age ; 
Left the light ſtrains that lur'd her youthful hours, 
When fiction ſmil'd, and op d her flattering ſtores, 
Of thoſe deſtructive ills her pencil draws, 

Nor rul'd by juſtice, nor proſcrib'd by laws, 
That paints thoſe errors, but exults to ſpread 


Some fairer colours to relieve the ſhade, 


Preſents ſome chaſte examples to the fight, 

As Hurd diflinguiſh'd, or as Horſley bright, 
See the wide ſtream diffus'd, its miſchiefs pour, 
Nor mark the torrent, nor lament the ſhow'r 2? 
Of other fruits, which other kingdoms bear, 

In which, what glutton here can aſk a ſhare ?. 
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For which, uafarm'd by madmen or the Pope, 
No dunce can wiſh, no ſycophant can hope, 
No drone can look, no murtherer of the ſtage, 
Though Edwin liſt, and Siddons grace the page; 
Calm'd uith the bright reverſion. of u tale, 

But vex d when coxcombs here engroſs che feaſt; 
I ſteer through this wich hope, wheſe ſongs 


The ſtorm, that lulls me wich its whiſpering 


Or clouds the proſpect, and deforms the gale; 
This-wiſh, this paſſion ever in my mind, 
For gold, for intereſt, but to ſerve mankind, 
For all hat luxury, and for all that pow'r, 

On others ills to bend, and eaſe the ſhow'r ; 
For Boothby's fame, like Huntingdon to give, 
Though vain in value with the laſt to ſtrive, 


Grac'd with all manners, all that wealth of heart, 


| The deep-mourn'd patron both of want and an, 
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Who ſay'd, that others might his bounty feel, 
And bade his hand the generous deed conceal, 
That pure; that beſt coconomy, chat buys 


Another's pleaſures, and its own denies ; 
In all, his wit, in all, his knowledge taught, 


With all his chaſte ſincerity of thought, 

His looks where henour, and where worth were 
ſeen, | 

Drew the bright picture of his mind within. 

For ſuch renown as Lyttleton could gain, 

Whogeck'd each theme, nor ſhe d religion vain ; 


And far, Ah far, whem Virtue weeps, behind 


That coarſe which hapleſs Taviſtock deſigu d. 


Whatever wound my injur'd boſom feels, 


Whatever dart each envious tongue conceals; 
Pure in my thoughts to him, whoſe guardian 


Care 


Conducts my little oar, I bleſs the ſtar 


That leads this feeble frame throughchangeful ſeas 
Secure, unſhipwreck'd to the realms of peace. 


Whereꝰer my Muſe 2 harbour finds, whoſe ſhade 


To ſing of themes, where other ſaints may ſhine, 


Nor vain to call ſuch ſolid worth our own, 
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For me, whatever fortune here ordains, 
Whatever ſhore my toilſome veſſel gains; 


O'er me may bloom, and lend its lonely aid, 


Nor Faſhion ſtain, nor fops diſgrace the line, 
Dear to her thoughts thoſe former hours that 
fwd, Y 
That laugh d at pow r, the miſer, and the proud, 
Admir d thoſe virtues which in others ſhone, - 


Frail in myſelf, but yet in Friendſbip true, 


INFIDELITY, 


A 


POEM. 
EPISTLE II. 


TO A GENTLEMAN IN SWISSERLAND. 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 


Tux wwbjc of this Epiſtle might have been 
treated with more formality and extent in the 
language of the Philoſopher, but its ornaments 
muſt have been excluded. "An attempt, in a 
familiar compoſition, to diſcredit and expoſe the 
reſtleſs aſſaults of the infinuating and more un- 
diſguiſed writers againſt Chriſtianity, and par- 
ticularly thoſe of ſome late celebrated authors, 


vas the motive for its publication. 
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0 F hills and rocks, of rocks and hills, the ſame 
Remurmuring echo, and remurmuring ſtream, 
Fatigu'd, that want variety to pleaſe, 

And aſk a Stoic's eye the ſcene to trace, 
From England now on eager axle drawn, 

Or gently fann'd, your fail divides the Saone, 
Between his fleeting vales and woods convey'd, 
| Where * round your eyes in ample range 
ſiurvey d 


* From the banks of the Saone beyond Tournus in the 
road from Paris to Lyons, the traveller may behold a beau- 
tiful and moſt magnificent proſpet.—A. plain commences 
immediately acroſs the river of prodigious extent, orna- 
mented in front with herds of white cattle, and diverfified 
afterwards with meadows of the richeſt verdure. Behind 
thoſe the ſublimity of the ſcene gradually increaſes, and be- 
gins by the interſection of deep woods, from whoſe boſom, 
towers and large Gothic churches, &c. elevate themſelves 
above the gloom, and are preſented to the eye alone, and 
ſeparated from infefior objects, which would diminiſh their 
ſolemnity. This plain reaches, with its more imaginary trea- 
ſures, to the foot of the Alps, majeſtic in ſnow, and which 
are loſt at an immenſe diftar.ce towards Geneva. 
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Thoſe climes where Freedom's virtuous ſons 
| reſide, 24 1e144 

Whoſe ice· built tow'rs 5 ſouthern ſun deride, 
| Whoſe rocks congeal' in ramparts bright incloſe 
'The tubborn matron warm in waſte of bon 
To ſuperſtition" s artful mines oppos d, 

A Gallia's engines, and a Latian hoſt 

Of bulls, and beads, and Saints, by lucre 
And) years indulgent on hs croſs diſplay'd, 
That climb its regions, and i its rocks aſſail | 


With incenſe flung to heav'n's auſpicious gale; 
And Guido's angels, hung with pearls, that riſe 

_ Aloft, and, ſparkling ſeen, amuſe the ſkies ; 

- Where you abroad each changeful ſcene ſurvey, 
Ihe rude, the ſoft, the ſavage, and the gay; 
By fancy rols'd, on ridge of mountains ride, 
| Or ſmooth o'er ſeas of land ſecurely glide ; ; 
- Mark the tall pines with mighty maſt aſpire, 
05 ſharp, the torrents rapid darts admire, | 


Vi 
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View the dark woods 8 


that frown, 2 0 F 78 a ' * 7 ' 3 
Or Ibſe, where gathering ſheets entomb'd a 
aa; rome Ng u 


Or catch the ſail's alternate courſe diſplay d, 
Now clear in ſunſhine, and now brown in ſhade, 
Oer depth of mingling gloom obſcure tliat flies, 
Or cleaves in azure waves the cloudleſs ſkies; 
Or trace where ſcience in her tufted, bow'rs 

At midaight ſits, and wings her lonely hours,” 
That other proſpe&t's various face, now bright, 
Now dim with error, and now plung'd in night, 
That flame that guides us as it truth diſplays, 
i meteor only when its light betrays; 41 
Lou ho a nobler feaſt from learning feel, . 
But love, like me, the twinkling of a rill, 

Like me, by Nature warm'd, its pow'r . 
And honour all her pageantry of dreſs, 

In youth which once my eager pencil ſought, 
And led o'er Alps to ſeize the luſcious draught, 
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Still blend che canvaſs, and ſtill ſhape the v 
1 414 vl | 0 
1 boaſt ho meadows den ride da fame, AF 
Bright as if ſparkling with the vernal dev T 
With me, awhile, if now my artleſs page T 

| Your hour can lefſen, or your thoughts engage, F 
Step from the mountain's height, but mix'd my T 
ſcene, 46 | S* 
The mändw ben balance, and deſernd-to men. T 
Above the drooping plains of kingdoms, grac d F. 
With loſtieſt charms, to ſhew the world a taſte "+ 
In'all that's great, in all that's rich to pleaſe, V. 
The poet's fancy, and the pencil s praiſe, A 
Thy n ane Fe 
Pierce the prodd regionis of the clouds below; .H 
Led from thoſe ſtates v here tyrant kings opprels, w 


To hve to art, to liberty and eaſ, * 
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Each eye to raviſh, and its thirſt aſſuage 
With froſt that glitters, or with floods that rage, 
Or free to write on policy and laws, 
To arm the pen, and join in freedom's cauſe,” 
Thy honour'd cquntry that her ſons ſecures, = 
The Muſe ſolicits, and the ſage albures 3 
For learning, foe to vice, a ſafe retreat, 
The friend of fong, philoſophy and wit 3 
Sublim'd and ſtrengthen d by a purer air, 
Thoſe haughty ſiſters to thy realms repair, 
And round to other humbler climes diſperſe 
The high-wrought ſtrains of eloquence and verſe: 
From Ferney's bow'rs, the firf of wits and ao, 
That great, high ſovereign of the lordly-pen ; 
Vain the whole depth of knowledge to unfold, 
And mines of art exhauſt like mines of gold, 
Fame with enthuſiaſtic ſound imparts 
Her monſtrous prodigy of ſenſe and parts, 
With toil ſucceeding toil her trumpet roars, | 
And ſpreads like cireling wayes todiftant ſbores. 1 
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Rank d with thoſe miracles of art we love, 
Through ſcenes renown'd, which once your 
To dwell on antient deeds, nor ſcorn the new, 
To ſee with awful brow à Cæſar's air, 
Or frown in ſtone a ſenator or bear; 


Thoſe charms rever'd, that form a various group, 


A God, an urn, an angel, or a Pope, 

| To Fetney's throne (who dares the knee refuſe?) 
| We bow—to art, to learning, and the Muſe : 
Politely honour'd with a fight ſo rare, 

As vulgar eyes on face imperial flare f 

Each greedy traveller devours the feaſt 

Of words, of thoughts, vivacity and taſte; 
Collects each precious ſentence, doom d to 
- Like ſparks, in Florio's labours or in mine: 
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Led by this mighty oracle of ſenſe, 
Prophetic wonder, ſtrange ! ' whoſe brains 
Dramatic leſſons, or heroic rule, 


Of wit, and jeſt, and art, and faith, the ſchool; 


Home, to the facred taſk, to win the bays 


From ſceptic knowledge, and his country grace, 


Each deſperate mimic joins the glorious cauſe, 
And laughs at truth and wiſdom for applauſe ; 
A Deiſt firſt, for faſhion's ſake, by choice 

An Atheiſt next he grows, and both from vice; 
The firſt, as folly, blind, at random leads; 
The laſt, as error ſtill to err ſucceeds. 


In youth, familiar with a hero, crown'd 

With martial fame, nor leſs in fields renown'd 

Of cold Philoſophy, that erring friend 

To ſolve, how man may climb, where man ſhall 
end; A 2 
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If virtue wanders to a happier ſphere, 
To ſtars, to joys, or falls extinguiſh'd here, 


Oer man, whoſe precepts caſt a mournful ſhade, 


In duſt to linger, and in duſt to fade, 
Extoll'd, exalted, as bis aid and guide, 

Still urg'd by weakneſs, and ſtill own'd by 
pride, 


His haughty ſcience join'd the ſovereign's lore, 


« We breathe; we mount, the inſects of an 


Around the royal board with freedom ſet, 


To hear, to weigh, of join the grand debate, 
In man, if mortal, or immortal, flows 
Ethereal life, and vain with hope he glows, 
In antient ſtrains of eloquence and grace, 
Pure Attie ſentence, with convivial caſe, 
Revir'd, thoſe fam'd Philoſophers of old, 
Lucretias there, and there a Tally told 


Tales, which no modern heretics diſpute, 


Of man, a ſpark, a reptile, and a brute, 


An 
Ho 
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Whilſt Frederick s thoughts a Cæſar's mind 
declare, 
And modeſt Arouet confirtn'd the chair, 
How clos'd in earth his uſcleſs Virtue lies, 


And how a meteor, or a worm he dies. 


Genius, of mighty pow rs and art combin d, 
Fantaſtic picture of the human mind, | 

Whom Nature form'd each character to bear, 
Bard, critic, wit, philoſopher, and play'r; 
Pleas'd with this wond'rous work of various 
She moſt admir'd it when buffoon or ape; 

Deiſt or Atheiſt, which, or when you' pleaſe, 
Jew, Turk, or both, or infidel in theſe, 

By turns we clear thy dubious face behold, 

But not a Chriſtian once for worlds of gold; 


174 EPISTLE II. 

A Saint, when fickneſs did thy mirth controul, 
And fear of future pangs alarm'd thy ſoul; 
But when in health ho hateſul ghoſts appear d, 
And pangs precarious were no longer fear d, 
Weed widhbeiiopolaboughty we mib-« 
At truth, a farce—and- miracles, a tale; 
At Saints, fanatics, and at gre, a jeft, 
And dark prophetic ſtrains, but dreams at beſt, 
Wit, when thy impious pen reſum'd the rod, 
Defam'd a Patriarch, and renounc'd a God. 


s, Oo ae N 
By reaſon led, your clear and conſtant guide, 
That marks where Guth and fction & paths divide, 
Nor aw'd in morals; or in faith, by kings, 
In courts, thoſe little, vain, ſuperfluous things, 
While you, by candour led, his page admire, 
Of fancy till, nor ſtill of judgement tire, * 


© 8 
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Exult ®, when warm,  musfortune's tale he hears, 
Or + craves of dull inquifitors, the ears, 
But grieve when Satire's envious darts deſign 
To ſtab-with keen malevolence of line, 
With undiſtinguiſh'd rage direct the rod 
At vice, a Saint, a miſcreant, or a God. 


© £4 . 


* His protection of the family of Calas. 


+ At an inn, where we lodged together, between Milan 
and Turin, a gentleman, who was returning from Ferney on 
a viſit to Voltaire, whom I afterwards underſtood to be the 
Marquis of Beccaria, amongſt others, told me the following 
ſtory of him.—A traveller, taking his leave of him, in his 
way to Rome, aſked him if he had any commands to that 
Capital. —Voltaire holla'd out with his uſual vivacity— 
„ Oni, Monſieur, me rewvoyes. les oreilles tu grand inquifiteur.” 
When this gentleman. arrived at Rome, the ſtory was whil- 


pered about, and came at laſt to the ears of the Pope, who 


ſent for him, and very politely inquired of him if he had no 
meſſage from Ferney; with ſome heſitation he acknowledged 
his commiſſion, and told his holineſs: ' frankly. what Voltaire 
had defired of him; the Pope, ſmiling, intreated him, if he 
returned by Ferney, to carry Voltaire his bleſſing, and to 
xcquaint him, Que Pinguifiteny n'a 38 des oreiller d.. 


— Oo ro — 
— — — 


| With Pruffia's monarch propagate a creed, 


— 
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To humour prone, and profligate of wit, 


| In tottering age devout, whoſe wriakl'd brow] 


Smil'd o'er the jeſt his trembling fingers drew ; 


Say, if a guide to ſhew the realms of day, 
His light had ſhone, and burnt with genial 


If: acts toying e | 
Which moſt had honour'd, moſt his hearſe 
"GY, ger boyd: 

By Frederick worſhip'd, or by Virtue mourn'd? 


With talents blefs'd, that might the weak allure 
To truths, their toils attempted to obſcure ;_ 
Not thee, by error urg'd, betray'd to fame, 


Aly d, how proud had been theſe anxious lays! 
A bard, flill crown M, but with unenvy'd bays. 
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The ſcorn of fortune, but the pride of art, | 
Wirhout a folly or a vice at heart, 18 
A ſceptic, vain, but rational and fair, 

Yet ſcarce an — * not bold to dare, 

Not weak to ſmile, nor arrogant to call 

That wiſdom, fiction, which deſcends from paul; 
Dubious, yet bumble, yet afraid to err, 

And balanc'd what to ſhun, or what prefer ; 
Grave, and ſtill pondering o'er the mighty cauſe, 
Why God, regardful, ſhould his will diſcloſe 
To man, high favour'd in this later age, 

But leſt unnotic'd in his former ſtage, 

This praiſe, thy chaſte, reſpectful pen may claim, 
Thou modeſt citizen of motley fame. 
Amongſtthoſe glocious champions brave that wage 
Ecernal conteſt with the ſacred page, 

Which all with doubt's offenſive arms diſclaim, 
The paſſion different, but the view the ſame, 
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Wit, faſhion, folly, prejudice, and pride, 
With all man's frailties, and his faults beſide, 
Fear, humour, intereſt, each the truth denies, 
But moſt from ſingularity and vice 


Where one with looſe licentious jeſt pronounc'd, 


Rejects all terrors in the text denounc'd, 

On life'sdire verge with thoughtleſs phrenzy plays, 
And ſports with death like inſects near the blaze; 
And one with dignity of ſoul maintains, 

For man's low birth no lofter world remains; 
Enough for him that heav'n theſe ſtars diſplay d, 
This orb illumin'd, and theſe ies aray'd; 
For once, indulgent, deign'd this pomp to ſhew, 
Once op d the curtain, and then clog [LON TEPs 
For bim, alas] no other feaſt in ſtore, ; 
For once approv'd a gueſl, but aſk d no mon; 
Another * vain, attempts a ſmile to raiſe, 

And fkulks in ambiguity of phraſe, 


Whoſe careleſs arrows, keen, unpointed ſeem, © 
But wound with arch dexterity of aim; 
The o next, chat Peter told religious lies, 


That Paul was weak, but Bolingbrote was wiſe, F 


That Late warm pencil forg'd the ſacred tomb, 
And ſuperſtitious tales were grac'd : at Rome ; 
Thy truant doctrines, fill advanc'd to ſhine, 
Are urg'd with prudence, and the palm is thine. 
Vet, moral ſceptic, in thy faith ſincere, 

To fame a dupe, and weak from pride 60 err, 
That firſt, ſad ſource which hides from man the 
By God defign'd, and hangs a cloud between ; 
That ſcene, which faintly ſtrikes the willing blind, 
But burſts with glory on the faithful mind, 
of reaſons wild, that but a moment true, 

Thy vain, but now corrected, judgement drew, 


* The author means in this deſcription to diſtinguiſh the 
haughty and contemptuous infidel, from the unaſpiring, the 
illiterate, and the profane. 
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Hear the falſe train thy rah, advent'rous youth 
| Once taught, enlighten'd inthe realms of much: 
If ſtrange to.thee, why heav'a its light diſplays 
Wich partial beam, and ſtill the flood delays, 
Shuts the fair volume from the Indian's eyes, 
From Afric's deſerts, or Tartarean ſkies, 
To thee, leſs partial, had its choice confin'd 
All grace, all wiſdom, and each ſenſe refin'd ? 
Secure from folly, and from vice remov'd, 
Sole favourite honour'd, and alone belov'd ; 
Thee, with ſuperior gifts had heav'n ſupply d, 
All morals granted, and no worth deny'd, 
To thee us wiſe unerring laws rey eal d, 
And left no truths from nature's light conceal'd, 
Have' none the need of more abundant love ? 
| Shall guilt then riot, and yon Sire approve ? 


No ſavage rude, whom cruel flames inſpire ? 
A Heary's impulſe, and a Nero's ire ? 
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Shall God no glory then from man receive ? F 
No altar kindle, and no incenſe heave ? 
No vigils ope the ſalutary door? 
Nor penance humble kiſs the ſacred floor ? 
Can * all from folly and from vice refrain ? 
E'en virtuous ® # * * * may contend in vain ; 
Are there no paſſions that enſlave the ſoul ? 
No diſcord odious o'er the midnight bowl ? 
Nor Avarice brooding o'er its uſeleſs ſtore, 
No threats can conquer, and no angel. cure? 


* Rouſſeau, in ſupport of his favourite opinions, is un- 
willing to ſuppoſe mankind incapable of fulfilling their duties 
upon earth without the direction of Providence; he is con- 
tinually advancing the ſtrength of his own natural powers, 
and arguing againſt the neceſſity of revelation ; but we have 
an example of the conſequences of that ignorance in the 
errors of the moſt enlightened heathens ; and let it be aſked, 
without its efficacy, what progreſs the world would have 
made. in civilization and morality, and what would have 
been the manners of Europe at this period : He ſays, Quand 
je ſerois ne dans une iſle deſerte, quand je n'aurois jamais appris 
ce que o eſt fait anciennement dans an coin du monde, fi j'exerce 
ma-raiſon, fi je la cultive, ſi j'uſe bien des facultes immediates 
que Dieu me donne, j'apprendrois de moi me me a le connoitre, 
a Laimer, a aimer ſes Oeuvres, a youloir le bien qu'il veut, 
et a remplir pour lui plair tous mes devoirs fur la terre 
Qu eſt ce que tout le ſavoir des hommes m apprendra de plus? 

Emile T. 3. h. 0+ 


x 3 


„„ ert A 
No Juſt that bold the lip of beauty ſtains ? 
Subdu'd and modeſt in a * * * veins, 
No crimes ? of error, in thy youthful days, 
Had pure afflidion not controul'd the race, 
Some ſecret influence, to thyſelf if known, 
Thy pride ſuppreſs'd, thy memory bluſh'd to own, 
Check'd the rank weeds on Nature's wild that 
EE | | 
By thee renounc d. and bade thy virtues blow, 
Thy mori calm on ſtorms of life that roſe, 
Confirm'd and ſtrengthen'd by a hoſt of foes ; 
Preſumptuous bard—perhaps on thoſe refin'd, 
Some. baſe, degenerate deedshad ſtain'd mankind; 
In fraud, in malice deep, rehown'd thy name, 
A robber proud, or libertine for fame ; 
Perhaps i in thee thoſe little ſeeds had grown 


To“ Ammon's brightneſs, or an Otho ſhone. 


© -# Rbufſedu was in his youth, by his own confeſſion, licen- 
* ous, and the maturity of thoſe virtues to which he after- 
wards arrived, he may be ſuppoſed to have attributed to his 
philoſophy ; by his prejudices he may have endeavoured to 


"concelll the real cauſe from himſelf, but his calamities appear to 


have called them into life, and the deſpiſed; but charitable, in- 
' fluenceof Chriſtianity may have bad a ſharein their promotion. 
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O'er ſcenes, from which thoſe leſs reluctant 
_—: | 
His fancy won, your mind with rapture ſtrays; 
Scenes which, embelliſh'd with peculiar art, _ 
Some ſubject rais d to mend or warm the heart: 
Dear to the peneil now, whoſe care purſues 
Thoſe clear, chaſte footſteps of his wandering 
Muſe, e : 
Some lawn, ſome grotto, or ſome happier ſhade 
His Julia honour'd, and immortal made, 
Fach favourite bow'r its curious tints unfold, 
| Re-touch the tree, and doom the frame to gold. 


7 
By lakes, by mountains, where, to nature true, 
| He took the rich defign, ſhe taught to glow, 
In words, whoſe colours clear a warmth impart, 
And vie with Gainſborough's in the force of art; 
* 4 
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To pure deſcription not alone confin'd, 
To pleaſe, inform, and to enrich the mind, 
His tales of moral aim his taſte array'd, 
Rr, 
By rocks and ſteeps and woods he leads, that 
The page, and give his Savoyard a grace; 
Through walks, whoſe conſcious pines ena · 
mour d grow, | 
Or caves that echo with 9 woe, 
5 Pleas d with thoſe paths your eyes unweary'd 
| rove, | 
That wake a ash. or fell the tear to love. 


Where the wild proſpect ſoft in azure dies, 
And courts with changeful dreſs your wandering 


* 
DD A . . as a4 


* See his zutrodycdign to the Vieajre, Sqyoyard, = 
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Loft in long ſunſhine. through tlie glittering 
blaze, 471 

But * d when clouds the modeſt diſtance 

Seen from thoſe walls + whoſe cares the arts in- 
cloſe, "658 | ? 

Where Rhone's. pute current rous'd in murmurs 

flows, | 
Exults his mountains' mighty ſides to ſhew, 
Or points a turret to the ſkies below, 


fhe effects of thoſe partial ſhadows and rays of ſplendor, 
which have been occaſionally imitated with ſucceſs by Bar- 
rett, and a few of our modern artiſts, but to which the 
Engliſh pencil has not yet paid ſufficient attention, deſerve 
to be conſidered among the moſt elegant and agimated beau- 
ties in the pictures of Nature——which the Flemiſh painters 
(although the poverty of their ſcenes might ſtand in more 
need of ſuch ornaments) have frequently repreſented with 
taſte and ſpirit, and which in the eye of the Virtuoſo, have 
ſet a value on their labours equal to -thoſe more elevated, 

but ſometimes languid, productions of Claude and Pouffin. 


+'TThe view from Geneva, 
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Mouniz his ſhort courſe through freedom's 
chearful plains, 

And weeps when Gallia's land his water ftains, 

With conyents crown'd, whoſe monks the vine 
that lead, 

Taſte the rich fruit, and bleſs the ripening ſhade, 

Or wak'd from fleep the bell in raptures hear, 

Alternate call'd to luxury and proy'r ; 

Where ſuperſtition fafe to cells retires, 

The cloiſter darkens, and each niche inſpires, 

And veſtal beauty burns in ** unſeen, 

And ſolemn Nuns of midnight ſongs complain, 

Where proſtrate limbs the bumble ſaint declare, 

"And lips devout the ſacred marble wear; 

Lou to thoſe ſcenes purſue your lingering guide, 

Or wing your paſlage orgs egg : tide, 

To trace in Meillerie's dejected grove, - 

The deep, ſad footſteps of unfavour'd love; 

Still vows eternal made to wore repair, 

Abd breathe nad whiſper in-the trembling air; 
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* 


Arms ſtretch'd towards arms regret the dear 
embrace, 


In vain extended o'er the watery ſpace; | 
A mournful-gloom the ſolemn lawns diſplay, - | 
Still ſighs to ſighs the murmuring winds convey, Y 
Oer the calm lake the ſoft effuſion ſteals 
« Unheard, and Julia's tender ſoul reveals; 
Still their faint lips the kiſs unſhadowy crave, 
Still meet unfruitful o'er the envious wave : 
Ah ſeas ! ungrateful to-the lover's eyes! . 
Ah rocks, between! and woods prolong d thatriſe! 
Ah pride! a parent's heart no tears can move! 
That long, deep, cruel wild oppos'd to love! 
Dear youthful bliſs! which once his anxious 
breaſt 
With tranſport own d, and all its charms poſſeſs d, 
That firſt, beſt paſſion which we feel below, 
And all in heav'n our ſouls aſpire to know, 
Ah dear! ſtill dear in age, their ſoft defires 
To trace, and rapturous feed on former fires | 
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Again our boſoms bear, cheir flame revives, | 
With his rekindles, and on beauty ves, 
With his rene wd in Helviſe they heave, | 

and memoꝶ paints the ſcenes ſhe ſighs to leave. 


« E<. © 
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Bard, of ſuperior view, whoſe genuine pow't * 


Hath'tent a charm to themes ® chat charm'd 
Of art, thofe fiir exotic flows that ſhone, 
Matir and reit U with fonſhine of thy own, 
Who pour'd on ſcience new illuſtrious light, 
In thee, a mine original and brigtit, - 
Thoughts oft. like curious ore, our wits amuſe, 
Admir'd their luſtre, but unknown cheir uſe 
Abundant itt thy various wofks we finn 
The fill, ich treaſures of a 'copious mind; 


B 
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* His Heloiſe, ſeemy to have originated in Richardſon's 
NIECE? 3395-2 n. 38571 
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What ſprings unſearch'd the barren taſk deride, 
Whilſt * infant age thy curious maxims guide 
To ſenſe leſs clear, if.cold the ſubject feem, ,  - 
Though worn the laurels, and though dull che 
theme, | 
Still new to charm, ſtill eloquent to raife 
An image here, and here prepar'd to pleaſe, 
Taſte with promiſcuous choice meandering 
lea, n 
And ſome ſoſt picture to the waſte ſurceeds, 
O'er the dark wild ſome flow rs our — 
Some ſudden ſplendor breaks, and cheers the 
How few, like thee, with ſparks exhauſtleſs ſhine 
. worders ofthe tine |: 
How rare a Wright! ſupreme—whoſe Muſe 
diſplays 
A-world of charms, and bids each labour pleaſe; 


* In his Emile, 
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Ab bieſsd ! what dear, tranſcendent ſtores are 
By thee unwrought within thy ſparkling mine! 
Whole nobler veins, tbet gold, chat gems 
impart, | l 
Enrich an Empire with the wealth of art. 
Breathes on thy canvaſs which each beauty ſteals, 
For peace thy penſive laurels long ſhall bloom, 
In waves, where ſoft thy lumbering ſhades repoſe, 
Or where, to fancy cool, the breeze that blows 
Through glades, through grots, awakes the 
aadlatear; wirbag! been eee 24] 
ſeep, and wafes it tothe loitering ſhore, 
Like | thine, O-Nemi! crown'd with circling 
groves, 3 
The ſilver queen her ſhadowy orb beholds, 
And courts thy mirror which her charms unfolds, 


. 
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Or in thy colours trac'd her {miles ſuryey | 
Their gli tering fragments on the ſurface play. 
If ſcenes of terror call, thy genius glows, 
Irs magic kindles, and the mountain flows ; 
Aloft, Veſuvius, free, thy flames are roll'd, 
And diſtant turrets catch the ſhow! ring gold ; 
The woods, che rocks, the hills their fires await, 
And diſtant temples fear a former fate ; 
Renew'd, its clear afcending torrent ſoars, 
On towers more diſtant ſtill its light it pours, | 
Again, Pomipeia, roue'd, its blaze illumes 
Thy walls, thy marbles, and its rage conſumes; 
Ah! dear to fame, Parthenope ! my boaſt, 
Thy ſtreets enlighten'd, and thy crowded coaſt, 
Craye from their guardian Saint's indulgent care, 
His paſſe aid, and pour the miſcreant pray t: 
On crimſon ſeas the Tuſcan ſails that glide, 
Meet the warm flood, and cleavethe gilded _ 
With noon its FRE crew to ſave, 
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Its deſtin'd port with trembling helm refigns, * 
* Whilſt — o'er ocean ſpread, deſtruction 
AC reno em: hook fi atinn thee. 
Heli a Reynolds! avi hes 
ISIS cho” 
M Rembrandts boldneſs with a Raphael's grace, 
Of taſte the model, as in art the feaſt, 
At once the ſoul, the ſovereign, and the teſt; 
Who decks each precious canvaſs, daom'd to 
The worth of millions in a ſhape or air, 

With conſcious tints the mimic erg # tries, 
And ſees acrial worlds of beauty riſe : 

Each fair to thee a dimple ſoft reſigns, 

For fame he riſes, and the ringler ines, 


Co — 


* 


. | Tothe honour of Sr Johua Reynolds his pencil, which 
continues fupremely eminent in hiſtory and portrait, has lately 
ſhone with a ſuperior degtee of excellence in landſcape, 
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With care her evening's waſte of red repairs, 
The glaſs reviſits, and her ſmiles prepares; 
The careleſs robes which round in waves ſhe throws, 
Her limbs diſtinguiſh, and their waves diſcloſe, 
Her boſom chaſte the breathing lawn receives, 
And all her anxious frame for glory heaves. 
Who. doubts thy pencil's clear ſuperior eaſe ? 
Or aſks if Rutland's rivall'd form be praiſe ? 
If Heathfield's coutage in thy colours fade ? 
Or Burke be mute in eloquence of ſhade ? 
To age if Saliſbury's bloom thy {kill ſhall ſave? 
Or * Spencer's long-lamented charms deceiye ? 
If Saint or ſeraph more his rapture ſhews, | 
Than in thy ardent touch exalted glows ? 


In all, each various taſk, ſecure thy pow'r, 
Admir'd an angel, and ador'd a flow'r. 


ue Dutcheſs of Devonſhire, 


0 
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Unhappy Rouſſeau | whom? in art alone 


Allclimeshave — but no dlime would own, 
Oppreſs'd, an exile, poor, to ills confign d, 
In wrongs ilultrious, and to wrongs reſign d, 


To fame, whom malice now begins to raiſe, 


And Envy” O pois nous anger turns to praiſe ; i 


As now thy guardian ſhade my CY views, 


Whoſe opening clms i its ſolemn urn diſcloſe, 
Where graceful poplacs tall the bow' r array, 
And eyes ſuffus'd the ſacred iſle 0 ſurvey, 


That courts the pang of {ympatheric breaſt, 


But aſks no dulinef to partake the feaſt; 
Alike, where ohers proud i in glory ſhare, 


| Rever'd, thy memory ſteals my diſtant tear. | 


2 A miepment wu crefied to his niemary jrith enthoſiaſm 
in France, by the Marquis of Gerardin, on the iſland of 
poplars, in his gardens at Ermenonville. 
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Around thy tomb, a foreign hand adorns, 
Which ſculpture honours, and a ſtranger mourns, 
Each lonely Muſe reclin'd thy fate deplores, 
And widow'd ſcience weeps contending ſhow'rs; 
In haſte, and anxious for eternal peace, 
A heav'n thy triumph, and a Saint thy bliſs, 
Fled from thoſe foes whoſe rage thy calm defies, 
That calm indulgent to thy wandering eyes 
Thy eager ſoul in ſighs which mercy mov'd, - 
Finds a ſafe refuge in the realms it loyd. 


Different the form which various wits engage, 

Bright ſparkling meteors down from age to 
e a 

Dull ſtars to truth, of momentary gleam, 

That die and periſh in its ſplendid beam, 

Who try, of infidelity, to raiſe 

Freſh modern ſtructures trimm'd with tafte to 

pleaſe; | | 
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Great pile! which down, again their labour 


Re. built by folly, and re- bult in r; 
Wits, nor in England les renown'd than France, 
For faith, their free refifile ſs pens advance, 
Whom Priiflia's pon king undaunted lead. 
la artns, or Caledonia's hero breeds : 

Weak ſons of fame, in paths thoſe lines diſown, 
Which you relinquiſh, and commend to none; 
Vain idle glory, of no nobler flame | | 
Than ſparks that burſt, and glitter for a name; 
Your learning us d with better aim, to find 
What moſt may profit, moſt confirm mankind 
In joys, though yer in-earwagduatbowa;)! 
Which kings may covet, and which Indians own. 


Far from theſe dimes, condeinin'd' in wilds to 
% . © EET? OUTFIT Gat” 
The tern, rude aſpect of the ſouthern bear, 
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Where man in woods his thirſt, his food fapply'd, 
Still roams a vagrant, and to brutes ally'd, 
Whom Nature leaves to art, defign'd the pla} 
Firſt hewn a ſavage; and then ſhap'd a man; 
Where yet, to night's impervious gloom decreed, 
An infant helpleſs, and his reafon dead, 
Through the thick ſhade, by heav'n ordain'd to 
Vo dawn of ſacred I ight has pierc the ſkies; : 
Where log, the native ſoft, in miſt confin'd, 
Juſt Rampt, and ſhapetul to his opening mind, 
Sees nature curious in his drear abode, | 
Half- form'd with art, and pregnant with a God ; 
Te heirs of crutch and everlaſting peace, 


From one Great Pow'r who grants to all the bliſs ! 
Who 2 in ignorance your ſtate below, 
But weighs your follies with your fate to know; 
Who, pleas's; obſerves his light pervade the 
From Aſia's lawleſs deſerts to the pole ; 5 
03 
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Sees with bright ſmiles the mifponary riſe, - 

To bear the living lamp to diſtant ſties; 

Of one ſame univerſal ſource above, 

The equal offspring, and the equal love, 

For heav in by one unerring judge deſign'd, 
Though mean its image to your partial mind; 
Ah dire! awak'd, ſhall none your virtues lead 
To heav'n's full tranſports to your faith decreed? 
But plung'd in darkneſs ſhall ſome miſcreant cal 
Thoſe joys, untaught * conſcious raptures 
30555 future Hume „ with fears the feaſt annoy 


TIRE pride extinguiſh 1 your hopes deſtroy? 


* If, in the neighbourhood of the commercial and literary 
town of Glaſgow, a race of Cannibals has ever exiſted, we 
may contemplate in the period of the Scottiſh hiſtory, the 
oppoſite extremes of ſavage and civilized life Such reflection 
tend to enlarge the circle of our ideas, and to encourage the 
pleaſing hope that New Zealand n. ay produce in ſome future 
age the Hume of the ſouthera hemiſphere. 


Gibbon. R. H. . 
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Leave the bright prize to you, untutor'd, weak, 
By ſenſe to conquer, and through clouds to ſeek ? 
Blind chance your faith, philoſophy your ſchool, 
And Nature's law your only help and rule? 
Ah! loſt, unhappy, wild, abandon'd race! 
Perplex'd with doubt, and launch'd on dreary ſeas 
Of miſt and error, oſe'd by fate, the tide, 

No ſhore your proſpect, and no ſtar your Sade! 
No fragrant ſoil your longing eyes to pleaſe ! 
No grove remurmuring with celeſtial breeze | 
Who, the fond Indian's future ſkies reveal'd, 
From bim, SelB and fromnoneconceal'd, 
The wave, his oar that cleaves, thelake that roves, 


The woods his paſtime, and the ſhade he loves, 


The wanton kid his nimble ſteps purſue, 
The arrow anxious, and the hapleſs doe, 
Would wound? that diſtant joy his hope deſcries 
His happier harbour, and his gilded toys ? 
Who chaſe from him in bow'rs-his ſweet repoſe ? 
Who hide the little of that world he knows ? 
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Who ſteal the gaudy dreſs his bead reſumes? i 
His painted | habit, and his ſhadowy plumes? _ 
Ah Joſt! ſhould ſuch, ah ſuch! your minds 
With doubts inglogious, to adopt the creed. 
Of him, whoſe e wit extoll'd with fighs we hear, 


From one, who ſtrives his moument to rear, 
For faith, for precepts which himſelf approves, 
And kneels obſequious to the ſhrine he loves ; 
A critic vain, in compliments ſevere, 

Whoſe ed is cenſure, and applauſe a ſneer, 
Expert gainſt truth, who tries the jeſt to raiſe, 
Scabs with keen 15 gives a wound with 
8 thoſe volumes t to your care and ſtate, 


Thoſe ſplendid docuines to be vile and great, 
Of him, who ſought 1 in Roman ſchools a name, 
And lifts a Cato? s virtuous deed to fame: 
F 
Should riſe, and art your poliſh'd tribes revere, 
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Be trac d, be courted in your ſacred bow'rs, 
And ſcience proudly Zild and waft your hours, 
With you, let ſuch che palm of genius wear, 
Allow'd, and honour'd,—ftill, but dropt the tear 
To talents, born from candid uſe to win 

No ® laurels trembling with a partial green; 
In wit and art with none their flow'rs diſpute, . 
Admire the bloflom, but avoid the fruit; 

In crimes of doubt nor imitate a fage, 

The pride, the glory of an artful page; 

If ſuch in 2 ſeeds of vice would ſow, 

Ah ſeize the wild, the arrow and the bow, 


* The ac hiſtory of Gibbon ſcems to be depreciated b 
its conſtant diſreſpeR to Chriſtianity ; there is a repoſe in de- 
grading the mind of Conſtantine to the rank and vices of a 
Pagan, and in elevating Julian's to the virtues of a Chriſtian, 
It is to be lamented that the luſtre of thoſe volumes is ſo in- 
variably tarniſhed with the deriſion or the rancour of infidelity, 
and that talents which might have adorned and elucidated any 
ſubject, have been miſemployed in its propagation without 
prudence, and without 'candour, and that have attempted 
once more to plunge. the r in he errors and obſcurity of 
heatheniſm. 
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Go, hunt the tyger, and your woods regain, 
No brute to you is ſuch a foc as man ; 

Go, chooſe the battle, and renew the chaſe, 
A God unknown your ignorance may pleaſe; 
If knowledge, guiltleſs yet, in you approv'd, 
With you be envy'd, and its charms be lov'd, 
May ſome chaſte future page your ſteps allure 
To truth, to virtue, nor their beams obſcure, 
Some fair Hiſtarian, juft, your wiſdom ſhew, 
Nor boaſt a Hume's or Fulian's faith in you. 


Thus, then, my friend, in each licentious age, 
See man induſtrious to be deem'd a ſage ; 

Ah, thus ! from vanity, how ſtrange the root! 
See man induſtrious to be deem d a brute ! 
With Satire 'sſcornful ſmile their pow rs they j Join, 
To wound with ridicule the ſacred line ; | 
See the vain ſceptic full of ſtubborn lore, 

Who only doubts, to, ſhew his fruitful ſtore, , 
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Miſled by meteors falſe his name to raiſe, 
Who ſeeks from mortal tongues preſumptuous 
Whoſe preſent cares his tranſient feaſt ſupply, 
Aud bn for fame, the future to deny. 
Ah, ſee, in Hume, what morals pure perſuade, 
That heav'n he doubts was for his. virtues made; 


In manners ſimple, and in life ſevere, 

We blame his doctrines, but that life revere ; 

Condemn'd by folly, and diſclaim'd by pride, 

His mind ennobled what his pen deſtroy d; 

For heav'n, a faint deſign'd, his virtues ſhew - 

How clear his proſpect, but how cold his view; 

Though memory weep, let truth, Jet candour 
own, EY 

His faults were frailties, and deſerve the crown; 

In contradicted hope his error lies, 

Who grants with virtue what his faith denies. 
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Ye raſh, ye thoughtleſs race, who ſeek a name 
In' paths, which prudence Bever eats for fame, 
Sad ghides to vice, whole toils injurious rad © | 
To rocks of guilt, and lone of a hade, 

Who try the ſchemes of Providence to mend, 
Almighty wiſdom erring in the end, 
Contend for others, and your own he,” 
And take from God the conduct and the care 
Confute all ſacred proof, Aer dn U, | 
Buffoons in art, and rivals at aje 1 0 
Foibear the pointed pretipice to ſhew, 
The gay, the careleſs may your ſteps pirſie; ; 
Dei be cruel to yourſelves alone, 
Nor tem pt Bars folly with your own; 
Be ſtill, be mute, "if not in faith ſincere, | 
5 Nor Bo PLE EV 2 en a tear; 
Perplex'd, and proud in dubious paths to ſtray, 
And build with pain the fabric of a day; 


On truth, your learning call d, exalted, pour, 


Join Faith with reaſon and be proud no more. 


— 


You, who with ſcorn behold the ſceptic train, 
And bid defiance to their artful penn 
See light, by paſſion's various ends deſcry'd, | -- 
Though clear by candour, yet through clouds 
by pride, 5 
Of other thoughts, your choice, collect a ſtore, 
To gild the preſent, guard the future hour, 
Permit my humble mind with yours to join, 
Indulge my free, ſupport my ſerious line, 
That plucks the laurels from each faithleſs brow, 
On heads of kings, or heads of bards that 
grow, 
Worn with too eaſy, too admir'd an air, 
By wits, by fools, a monarch or a peer, 
Which Shaftſbury ſeiz d awhile in wanton ſport, 
And Pope preſum'd with St. John's aid to court, 
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One weak to ſtoop, fm friendſhip and from 
pride, | 
And one, his falſe - philoſopher and guide, 
That great arch foe to grace, without a head, 
Nat half ſo deep as Barrington in trade, 
Not half ſo dext'rous when a purſe he draws, 
Though both of Bridewel/ muſt defend the cauſe; 
And blame that baſe, improv d, infidious art, 
That checks pure morals, and depraves the 
mung wor anion od 
Call ſcience back, on faith reſtor'd, to riſe, - 
And cruſh: that monſtrous brood that ſhuts the 
That Sun of Truth, which once trancendent 
unt ſhone, | is | 
And ſpread its PINE o'er one chal, 
Roſe to full grandeur of meridian blaze, 
And pour d on other worlds its _— 
Serene, ſtill gilds the evening of its day, 
Though its calm light, no orient fires diſplay, 


EPISTLE II. 207 
Through clouds, that round, by. envious time 
ſupply'd, | 
Would dim its luſtre, but increaſe its tide. 
Muſt then, my Muſe, whilſt you approve the 
ſtrain, 
Aud tors uninjur'd point their darts in vain, 
My low, my little rhymes diſdainful trace, 
That would their great, their loftier vietus repreſs, 
Above ſelf-love, that can for intereſt roam, 
Above thoſe treaſures in a world to come, 
Too proud to ſeek in that for fancy'd bliſs, 
And much 700 cunning to be dup'd of this; 
From me, who ſtrike with zeal the ſacred lyre, 
And bid mankind to future joys aſpire ; 
By ſuch unhonour'd, here thoſe truths maintain, 
But anxious ſtill tranſmit the uſeful ſtrain z 
Preferr'd that wiſdom, which their page adorns, 


And guilt may reverence, but religion mourns, 
Who tear the wreath thoſe humble lines aſſume, 
And claim with ſcorn the inſult of a tomb, 
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Expec a kingdom will its glory on, 

And trace with tears the lamentable ſtone ; 
2 5 Rey nin eden. * 


FARE ROE” 


purſue, 


Teach Bricain 68. ih care the trumpet raiſe 


Nor feel imprudent peat of dangerous praiſe, 
=; o'er no vain deluſeve daft the ſerine, 
Nor boof of Wi it, if Arouet was thine. 


